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MDCCLXXiV. 


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 
C H ARLES Lord Ha.irrax. 


My Loxp, 


'F 1 cout. have the vanity to make a merit of dedica- 
tiny this IRAGED v, I ſhoub here take an oppore 
tunity uf telling you, that | am, in this, endeavouring 
t mane the butt and only rcetu.n l am capuble of, for 


all tno'e marks of excerding goounels and humanity - 


which | have ſtill had the hohodt to mict witn from 
yar L.ordthip. Bir firce the mitte 


is quiiC ther- 
vile, Unce it is hig hy to my dvi 


„ to theitei me- 
{cf under fo great a name; fic ! have dass myl Af 
fo nuch dane by it; | am bound to on, With 4ii the 
gratitude I am cap4bl- that your Lo dthip's pa- 
tronage is a new, and will be a laſting obligat upon me. 

Mott kinds of po-try, but cipectally trag dies, come 
into the world now, hike cinidicn bern ani tas; 
a general iniſfrencs, oi taths 


105 a bid intlucace u upon them ; and atice hiv 5g nuſt- 


Te throngh ill u ape, ani a that lfu, they Heep and 
arc to gotten. 
tainly very Much altered {rom want it was ſome time 
ſince; an though | won'e preſu ne to centure other 
people's pi-ifures, and prefciibe to the various taſtes of 
mankind, et | will take che liberty to fay, chat thoſe 
uno tcorn to 52 entertained like tir toretathers, will 
hardly fub-inure fo reaſonable a diverſion in the room of 


that waich they have laid atide. 1 could with there 


were not ſo much reaſon as there is to attribute this 


change of acliaatt \ns to a ditfeſtæem of learning itſelf. 
Too nany prop!e are 2 to unk that books are not 
eccitary to the ſinithin, the character of a fine gentle- 
Min, and are therefore e -.;lily drawn to deipite what 
ty ka uv not im,; of but, my Lord, à nong all theſe 
mating thoughts, it is ſtill a plea'ue to the Xluſes, 
to think there asc tome men of too delicate un derſtasd—- 
ings t give into the taite of a depraved age; men that 
aue nat on'y the power, but the will, to protect thete 
arts which they love, becauſe they are matters of thc. « 
a 2 T 


ditinetination, 4ttcads: 


the relich of tniags of this kink is cer- 
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„* DEDICATION. 


It would be very e:ſy for me to diſtinguiſh one among 
thoſe few, after the moſt advanta, geous manner; but 
all men of common ſenſe have concurred in doing it al- 
readv. and there is no need of a panegptie 

could be almoſt tempre: toe poſtulate with the reſt 
of the world (for I am ſure there is no occaſion to make 
an apology to your Loru.hip!) in defence of puetry I 
am far ir: m thinking of a good poct as the Stoice did 
of their wile man, that he was {uthcicat for every thing, 
could be every thing, and excel in every thiag, as he 
pleated; yet fure I may be allowed to ſay, that chat 
brightneſs, quichneſe, that ſcrength and greatneſs of 
thinking, wh:ch is required in any of the nobler kinds 
of poetry, would raiſe a man to an uncommon <littinc- 
tion in any profeſſion or buſncſs that his a relation to 
god tenfe aud underſtanding. One modern inſtance 
can at Ieaft be piven, where the ſame genias that ſhone 
in poetry was fou d qual to the firſt empioyments of 


tl. c it te; and where the fame mau, who, by his virtue 


and wildem, was highly utetul to. and inffrun-amal in 
the fiery aal „ tits of his native country, had been 
equally erna ent te, 1 bY his wit. : 
Tins is what coul not belg taying, fer the honour 
h ef in art Wii: h las been term FI „te fivourts of the 
Sade it men. Nat that it unt ts e comma ain to 
yuur Lordthip, ho have always Nev 4 Cc it at and 


i A, 185 25 1 . N 1 
S8 1er us WE TY I Us &\ 4 148 114. 4 u'! Ws 1 ny | 
Horse pieperlz (:.40 Ter Tide 1 (tl. . * ien 1 5 e 1810 
them Kat Min ha; (: 6c) Wh Fl PO it. 46. 6 Aa- 


do: ned by it, i night vt un apply to then what 
Horace laid to the L's; | 


— — No Fri. 7 7. iort 
Sit tibi muſa Hie fot: 4 Rag Canicnr ſhe (1 7, 


For my own inc fi {ip abic pritenfiars: to verſe, I 
ſh..ii confeſs, th ik bete even of them than | have 
ever yet done, it they ihall afford me the hunour to vg 
always thought, | 

My Lob 
Y;ur Lord bif's nll ob dient, 
and Jovated hunbis ſervant, 


N. ROWE. 


— <q. 


3 0 L OU G VU E. 


Spoken by Mr 8 RT ON 


SFXCE t your fan'd forefathers wh contrary, 
You tr, their L eufurel, 40 thetr d n rar,; 
ut art, α mw: 71. d, wall the pot: 7 LE dad, 

To kit th. tajte Gf each 7 ut. Hie mud: 

Levin cf jors jour ,,] fancies 5 

Like fuer fires * avhich-in tie ani lot breet:; 
Each year they ſwarm anc, ard to tte la jucceed. 
Time vas, when feel by [ollyer hip uur Ahe, 
But nw they tra, and, in ili fp {us lynn, 
Each coxcemb his a D - of nr ooen = 

Sor dreſs, . fume dance „inte play, net te foruet 
Yur by ei 1, and your dear baſſ t; 

Some praife, foine rail, * heav, and {ime make faces, 
Tear country [quires hunt zue. jour Court, Places ; 
The city ts: fills up the e e fe, 

Where foo , lay wvagers, and where wie i, ix. 
One rails at Cælia [or d late miſc hance ; 

One grumbles, ana cri, the e „ Frarc 

This man talks politics, 4. 1 that tte. pill, . 

One cures his cavu, 0044 _ the rt. . 

New fdling, and the charns ue % win ye ; 
Harm ui 4 Peg, c a& ArH u. \ int. 

A ty 129 TRIS UN hut fs that, eve Ware if, 
Nor with your other wilt 0s compar. it, 


T hore Ge 1% 11 Erie 7. TIES 1k; 4er. 0 ext. 71; clarct. js 
1. 1 ale c newt ee Tote, 0 lon 6 dij Say 5 
ig. Tit VO” 4.74) Aiteaſnures f Is 7 „luce: i 
Th: virtunns aud 3 „% tor Vene. %, 

Fo iu l, I. pack lfu © tout four n Js 

% (erm. +; and fatercitis 's 70 1. 

72 c 1. 28 K. RENT S IUCN dad, d TH $248 - £ 

But ue BAL CIS FE 70 414 7 2 7 %%. 

Sine Flanders {nds the gen. rous . homie: 

y EE ot brine; ht ert and Sau e, 

Bt vu, the - pr ud pong Hr awes 


Jin t > uh rt te ferns Mule. canſe; 

Since to jane fame, 55 n ront way. exproſi'd, 
Giro in the bers. s aid tne fo. 1 wee EET, 

Tlo (rs gre at thr: 4 „A1 that ruſe 71 9 ls ah 
8 the ; 4e aud bid the Pct writs. 


* 3 


Dramat's Perſonæ. 


HENCIST, King of Kent, fon to Hengift, the fir 
Saxon invader of Britain, 

AxiBt&rT, his brother. 

| Orr *, 4 Saxon Prince. 

SeOFRID, ſuſt munter and favcurite io the King. 

USWALD, tricud to Aribert. 


Robog ux, a Saxon princeſs, ſiſter to Offa, betrothed 
to th Ning 


ErhiLiNDa, a Britith lady, privatcly marticd to Aribert. 


Pricſts, Oficers, Soldiers, and other attendants. 


SCENE in, Kerr, about tærentr years after the firſt 


mmyaſron of britain by the 9a39KS, 
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Enter ASIBERT ad Ss Au: 


AR&iBERT. 


0 7 K It are, wy friend, the joys our loves have known, 
50 till to be defired, lo ever new, 
Nor by amian pali'd, nor cN.ng'd by abſence. 


NV hoteer the rovty, dreamt: of the ir in 01 ap 


Or want tine lawns 1 etetheé frit p 1155 


Who Nature was not vet 5 by vi Wer, 


zut one perpetual beauty omwn'd the year, 
Such have VC Cad em rl; till, 11 the A8 


e, Such grant, kind Heaven, - their courfe to be f 
ever! 
But yet, my Priace, forgire your faithful Ofcald, 
If by beſieves vou melt with too much tenderacts: - 
Your noble heart forgets its native greats, | 
And it ks in löftas fs, „hen vou lan och thus: 
W 1 th nur naar but for fit davs able. 
Ari, Chide not; bat think. if cer, when tkon wei 


42, 


2 


bon lern ahyfolF „ how thou wert wont to judge 
me, of 1105 ot abience and 1 133-000 
Wii! fis lor Fond and never wine ner fend! 
1; 590] elmar ard ronwal 55 aithful Dot, 


i 
\, 1 (3 iti to 113 n 1 * 
- + — þ % 9 11. 14 Sine N Ti! 128 inne 
7 oY . 


ens. 


1 
8 


? . f 
How, Eihielinda“ how: het Cry [cpa 


* — 
» > 0 . ; » do fs 


ts 


Co. Perhaps | err; but if the pain be ſach, 
Why 15 the fair one who alone Cin caſe i: | 
Ti: far divided trum your longing arms? 
'I wwe better nc'er T0 part, than thus to mom, 
Ari. Oh. Cſwald! is there not a fatal cauſe ? 
Theu know'ft my Frhennda—— 
C. * a Chritlian; 
A name by Saxons, e their gods, abhorr'd. 


To me her a _——_ faith imports ind mach; 


Tis true, incke „ bred to my country's manners, 
] woithip as my ** ers dic betone me. 


Vnpractis'd 1 n Cit ores, and wrangling ſchools, 


8 
I fe:k no farther lnowled ge, and 0 kocp 


My mind at peace, nor know the pain of doubting; 
What others think I judge not of too nicely, 
But held, alt honcit men are in the right. 


{ri. Then know yet more; for my whole breaſt 15 


t Th 8 
Evo all my fecret foul; I am a Chriſtian. 
"Tis wenderfui to tell; for oh, my Olwald, 


T litlen'd to we charmer of m5 heart. 


Still, as the night that fled away, I ſat, 
F heard her, with an eloquence divine, 
Reafon of holy and myllerious trutl:s ; 


Gf t.covin's molt riglitcous doom; of min's in \uſtice 3 


4 
Of laws to carb the will, and bind the paliens; 


JF tie, of d. ath, and immortality; 

Of anethin tends beneath, and pairs tern; 1; 
Cf barry thiunes, and endleſs joys above 
My very ſor: was aw'd, was ock wks me; 
Methcught Leard ene, | few muſt plain, 


Some angel. in my Ethelinda's form, 


eint out mg way to e happinefe. 
iu. rs wonderful ined? and vet great ſouls, 
Fe. ratiry bat eine, dar ede ſtars, 
Ae A nrar ao namtnce with the. gous. 
Zul ih ry Pires, lies I fucrcy thy Fitne, 
Jin he fee Fleav: n hebrinted on these; 


irie 41704 b it cond and holy powers 
Feivire ard take delight to dwell within thee. 

* n n xonch 
d 8 C1. Wis Vii Jil) W._11C) \% v an. G TIES \\ 14 ted, 


* 0 . . » * 
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How 
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How will the King ad our fierce? Sasson ches 


Approve this bride and fait: 2 Had royal 1Ienhick 


Thy father liv'd !- 
PTA J is On th 11 roch. we perich ; 


Thou hring'it his drendfol * to my thounshte, 


An row he ftands before nt e, Kore. fee, 
Imp us, unte inting. ank to death 

Tenaricus of his purpoſe once reſolv'd. 

Full fuck 2. keenis, as when ſevere and frowning 
He forced the King, my brother, aud mylclt 
10 e op we « at. WoiJ-n's cruct altar 


» 


7 
CC Ce, AT as Sh - bn 8 
Fit, never to loregò our connity's go e; 

} ;% 7 (BY * a * 8 . 3 24 
Then ad. 8 \ 3 ww 1 bs w 3 « * 4 + a 0 1028, 


If it were either's fortune Cur to wo 
, 8 0 Fa, 4 * 5 
Nerer to chutc a wie anions the Chi itias. 


yy = ; 
Vim, Ftave you rot tacl's in bath? 
, . 9 . FEA * 1 38 o Ec 
. 1 1 eee, Me 7 


5 2 - „ * * i A Wy 1 3 * 3 * ME * 

T 'TH1 FM « VC 48. 14) Ul Co . * * i) 1 $4 Toe" 
Ls on 4 - * 5 . 8 ; K.. j . 38 
That not t have fali'd m bath, Nal been © hat 


U 
Yes, Ot wald, by te conſcious ride within, 


. 2 i . " f + > 4% © ME . * EX 
89 20 12 ase li tec iQ e, 


i 
wen | | 
Fuat were my . lin. a free From danger, 
Oa peril of ary fe {4 would make knowa, 


And to the word arewv. my _ and jalch. 
w. I dare not, rav. tis fare le innot bla. me 

You are the ſecret wortiip of 25 foul, 

To me fo pilot that you cannot err. 

But, oh! my P (30.06 . Lot me Cu. jute, Yau now, 

By that moſt faithful fervice I've Al! paid you, 

Jy Love, and by the 8 a hclinda, 

Be cautious of Your danger, relt in ſilence. 

In holy matters, zeal may be Your guide; 

And lift you on "hee flaming wings to Fleav'n 


But den In carth tratt rea aon, ao be lafe. 


Art. "Fs true, the pref. it angry face of things 


Befora abs our cooleſt thu! zuts: the Britiln King, 


Ambroſius, arms, aud calls us forth to battle, 
Demanding back the fruirful f. 
By Vortigern tx oval Hengiit giv'n'; 
A men FE» ark! fe 7 +1! in. 512 Bo ago ngn lic 3 


> 


OY 


* 
Wers let in propoing Britain's ſiakin : Hate. 
Gi, L ils War With Britain 15 4 Qik: danger 


2 


9 


YOu. 


2 
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Nor to be weigh's with our Comeltic feats. 
Young Offa, chic? among our Saxon princes, 
Who, at the King s entreaty, friendly came 
From northern * rand, and the banks of Elbe, 
With twice ten thoutand warriors to his aid, 
rrowns on our Court, complains aloud of Wionge, 
And wears a pt blic face S ditcontent. | 

i. Is laid he is Offended, that the I King Fol 
* to wed his lilter, ” 

2 Us 'T was agreed, 
Twas made the ur condition of tteir frien.!! in, | 
And tworn with ali the pomp 07-pricits and Fed | 
That Eeautcous Rog nac nou. be our queen: 
Then where.orc this Gl, V 7 tag time was fold, 
The tealt was bid, and mirtb proclaim'd to all; 
The cid grew jovial with tic = es of hulyvays, 
And cach, accord: 3 do OUT COURTFY 3 manner, 
Provok's his follow with a kein bowl, 
And ble{s'd the royal _ hen on the morn, 

he very morn that fleu!d have 10 dci hands, 
The King torbede e the rites. | 

11. Io days arc paſt, 
Noi bas my brother yet Witclos'd the cauſe. 
J.aft night, at parting trom bim. be ſtopt thort, 
Tnen Catc! my han, and with a troubled accent, 
With words that fpuke bac feerit thame and forrow, 
| He told me he had for vething to impart, 
And viſl'd that I would waic him in the moraing. 

ho. But le, Prince Vila, and his bcautcous filter ! 
The Ki ing's 1397 favour'd coantciier, cid Scotiid, 
Is with 'em tuo, 

Ari, Retire; T would not meet 'em. 
That prine 21S, Oswald, is elleem'd a wonder. 
To me ihe ſeems molt fair; and yer, methinks, 
Poſt thou not mark? thre is {| Know nut what 
Of ſullen and fevers, of leres ard haughty, 
That pleaſes nut, but awes ; 1 gaze aſtoniſh'd, 
And fear prevents delire.—---So men tiemble, 
When light'niag {hoots in glittering trails along: 
It ſhines, tis true, and gilds the gloomy night ; ; 
But where it ftrikes, tis fatal. [Exeunt Ari. au, Ofve. 


ä—KœOVͥ—J— OO EO ES 


Enter 
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7 2 Ga . Nop Oos UNE, CEOTRID, ard [tt ndanutss 


. By W. den, no! I will not think he ncans it; 
1 Y 7% " en ſwift. 80 — L bull 
The honour of a folder and a King, 

1 wo'nut think your riifter meant 10 wrong me. 
| Let him bowie: however ng tri | 
| Ard beauty 's tendet tine, can brouk nv mn glas. 

What in a tc p. don or deſpite, 

Is deadly Gom a friend, and { to bs repaiqd. 
| . ＋ „ acver fame or ancient its + Y tells, 

Of brother's love, or celebrated friends, 

Vhofc faith, ip pcrils oft, ana oft in oath, 

Syerely had bean try'd, and never broke, 
Such is the truth, and ſuch the grateful mine 

Gi oval Heap to the prince I; ta. 

Nor you, tai Princels, frown, if wais avid traubles, 

| 1 | LJ Kodogune. 

If watchſul councils, and if cares, which wait 

On Nin „ the nur o-f.thers of thr poople, 

With-t:!.! a while the mogirch from vour arms, 

NJ. When fierce Ambrotius leads the Biitoas forth, 

Thunders in arms, and f es the du 15 neld, | x 

It ſuites thy Wal) maſter's Cum kn Moll 

to {it with dre [ nian No ./ Eads al council, 

And walt the midriaht taper in dchares. 
| But let hem till be lte, contilt E lafety, 


— —— — — 
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King. But hei I tit ht to that babbler, Fame, 
4 3 | Who; 


Such thoughts as nun the day 2 
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Who, careleſs of the majeſt; of kings, 
Scatters Iewe lies among the crowd, and wins 
Tic caſy ideots to believe in monſters, 


T ould have much to charge you with, my brother 


[ 95 „d accus' d 
love Sir? 


Am L. Yo Freaks report, 


3 antirg to my babes and my friend; 
By vou I ſtard accus'd. 


Offa. Now by our friendſhip, 
If that be Vet an _ reiulve me, Hengiſt. 
Whenc. are thoſe doubts between us, whenc 


OI 

i 
1 J 
nc 19 „ 


Sey then, who know'ſt what ſadden ſecret thonght 


Has ſtept between, and daſn'd the public joy, 


"Tnon call It me brother; wherctore wait the price its, 


And ſoſfar Hymen's holy Rres to languith! 


What Aer but that row the rites t 2yIN, 


That now we loſe all thoughts of paſt difpieafure, 


And in the temple tie the ſacred knot 

Ot love and friendiivp to enduie for ever? 
Peng Wh val hirders it indeed, but that 

This 1 war within { but tat which caules 

This {:ckacts 1 51 the ſonl, and weighs ker down 


N th ; mors than murtal cares? 


Gf. 7 Wn Gant el 


K + lis ſecret „5 W art 17 that ludes its head, 


4 ad loves to lurk in fades? bare royal miads 
— IP = 


7 


Alg. Urge me no iarther; 

Bur, Eke a friend, be willing not to know 
What to reveal would give thy friend a pain. 
Be li the partner of my heart, and ſhare 
In arms and ot wl. me : but, oh, leave, 


— 


Leave me alcne to ſtrug ale tur one thou gilt cy 
Coe ſecret an; s pang that jars wunhin m2, 


That makes mne ad a madman' S Par t before the: 
Ard talk coniv roach TY thon art my triend, 


Thou hat = . 6 2. ni! 1 iatisfy 6 11 iQ 't, 


J have tet much delcerded from my elf 
To make the renn requeſt 
To you, fair Þiiacels- 


but reft we here. 


— 
- 


R: 


& 


US Cid 


which make: 


7 


+» „„ ® 


| 
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Ned. No! there needs no more; 
For | would ſpare thee the unrcady tale. 
Know, faithlefs King, I vive thee back thy vows 
And bid thee lin Grave, be ſafelyv perjur'd : 
| Simce it out gods hold thee with my Ces, 
| | ve kept (or nobicr vengeance, 


Their thunder fall 

And what they fcor: fl, ike me, they tal! tor gire. 

Alg. When anger habtens in the fair one's eyes, 

L.owiy we bow, as to otended Heav'n, 

Wu blind obedience, ant fubmiſive work ap 3 

Nor wu toc curious bt ola s 3 reaton 

Of what is juſt or anjuſt: lach high pow'r | 

Ts to itſelf a rule, and cannut wir; | | 
| Yet this may be pernitied me 16 fpeak, 

' Jjowe'er the prefunt cucumtiunce 1cpioach me, 
Yet {till my heart avows your beav.y's pox's 
My eves conivels you fair.— 

ſad Whaic'er lam | 

| Ts of myſelt. by native worth c: ifting 
Secure and in! pendent of thy maile- ; 

Nor let it ſcem tuo proud a boatt, if minds 
zy nature orcat, are coalcious of their g catneſe, 
And held it mcan to bor i ought hom flatter y, 
Aing. You are offended, Lady. 
Rd. ilengiill, n no. 
Perhaps thou think lt tis generous InVionat on, 
That bluthing burns upon my glo wing chick, 
And ſparkles in my cue, a woman's weakneſs, 
The malice of a poor for falten mail, 
ho rails at faithleſs men. —Mittcken monarch ! 
For know e'en from the ſirſt my foul didain' hes) ce 
Nor am I left by thee, but thau by me 
So was thy falſchood to my will lavlervient, 
39 by my purpofe bound, Tis man, tho' limited 
zy fate, may vaioly think his actions free, 
While all he docs was at his hour of birth, 
Or by his gods, or potent cars ordain'd, 
CH. Nu mor e, my linter; let the gown- men talk, 


And mak ct icht and wrong in roily courts 3 


| W hile the | Dae 11 ut a nearer way to ju; it; Ce, s 4 
They hc I th. mil CS th: bala: C anc the {vv rl, 
And fuller vr. ng from conz. * 41s much beneath me 


To 


——— — — 


— — 
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To uk again the debt you owe to honour ; 

So that b. fiticiy'd we ſtill are friends, 

Ant brothers of the war But mark me, Hengiſt, 
I am not us'd to wait; and it this day 

PFaſ. unreparded as the tormcr two, 

Soon as to-morrow daWwns Cx pill me n—_ 

King. Where ? | 

CH. Arm'd in the field, 

Sel Seleuch you, Sir, be calm. [LT= the King, 
The valiant Prince —— | | 

Cta. Vho' 1 cou'd with it otherwiſe, 

And lince the honour of the Saxon »ame, 
And empire here in Britain, reſts up n thee, 
Believe me, I would ſtill be found thy mend. 
[ Exeurt Otta, Rodogune, ard Attendants. 
| King. No, I renounce that friend! hip: perith too, 

Perith that name and empire both for ever; 
What ate the Kingdoms of the peopled earth, 
What are their purple e, and their crowns to me, 
If | am curs'd within, and want that peace 
Which every flave enjoys ? 

SC. My royal matter, 
It racks my agen Heart to ſee vou thus; 
But, oh! what aid, „hat countel can [ bring you 
When all yon eaſtern down, ev'n to the turge 
Thar bellowing beats on Dover's chalky clit, 

Vith creſted helmets thick emogtiled fnices; | 
Wich theſe vour friends, what ate you bur the greateſt? 
With thele your foes —Uh, let me lo't that thu bt, 
Ani rather think I {cc you Britein's king, 

Ambroſtus vanquill'd, and the farthatt Lists 
Submitted to your fway, tho' the fume ſceue 
Diſcover'd to my view the hauphry Redo: 
Plac'd on your throne. ard Partner of your 3 

Aing. What! thou“ I barter beauty for anbiuion, 

For lake my heav'n ot love, to teig in hell! 

Take a domeſtic fury to my "Fs 

And never know one hour of peac: again ! 

Stateſman, thou reafon'ft ul. Þy mia Thor, 

Who wickls the thunder, I will === 1 C vaſe 
To meet their fury. Let 'om err ther 

Leung Uila and Anibroſius. Tho' m. 5 © i 
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| Of morta! life be ſhort, it ſhall be glorious, 


Each minute i}. al! be ich in ſome great action, 
To speak the kinn, the b., and the lover. 
Ser. The base and the Kit 1 „lorious names; 
Put on! my mater, wherefofc is the Lover ? 
in tionour's pimeremembee what you te; 
Preak trom the | buaua 
And urge your Way to glory: Juare with torn 
Unmanly pleaiurcs to pe nun e, 
And thro' tie rough, the thorny. paths of danger, 
Aſpire to virtue, an immorta! greanely, 
King. Bunce with tay bun iv, ky vatimely morals, 
The C84 acthudin g 0 ph Lty-of IE 8. 


us; of tis fecbk fa lion, 


Who would be great, but to be happy too ; 


And yet tuch 1 {4} bo are V e, do * 4 
: 5 5 1 ! 5 ee = 1 5 
Our peace ac pi tate for: the trifle ol ry 
** 8 . 6 Ya. ns OS * » 3 5 
W nat 13 ie bi: b, nalcl '. 1 gl V tien, TAY d erat? 


VI ilat, but th. ( 1 53 9941 viel 41 G4 wy Rate? 4 


Bora to grow cn 13 ches, to waſte Eis blood, 
And ſtill! De WES! WL a FU. M Nu pie 8 od. 
So, by the prints, ther bleſt of the kind 
Iz to ators the angry gods dehgn'd ; 

Ard while the meint fort "$6 de; 10 are freed, 
The mighty bull, that wont the herd to lead, 
Is doom'd tor fatal excellence to blecd. 


LL Exeniite 


-s 


ACT 1 SCENE 1 


Fuer the King ard SECFRILD, 
KixcG. 


O more of theſe ungncceary doubts: 
Thy cold, thy cautious age is vainly anxious; 
Thy fears are inaufpicious to my courage, 
Ard chill the native ardour of my foul. 
This ſullen cloudy fy that bodes a ſtot m 
Shall clear, and exery danger Beet away: 


| Our Saxons tall to get the preſent diſcord, 


Ard urge the ist an * Pe arms; 


FFV 


449 3 24 


Apreeing. 


Ott haſt thou rum'd Kingdoms, fave one now 
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Agreeing, kind, and fitted for each other, 
And Aribert hall be the pl. dy of peace. 

Sec. Propitious god of love, 1 bis heart 
To melt be fote her eycs, to meet her wiſhes, 
And yield ſubmiqhen to the haughty maid. 

Thou that delight'ſt in crue! wantopneſs, 


To join unsqual necks bercathe thy yoke, 


For once be gentle, and intpire both heats 
With mutual flames, that cock may burn alike. 
1 ; 5 
And thoſe who curs'd tl.ce, parfimonious Age 
And rigid Wiidom, mall raile altars to thee, 


Lauter \R:BERT, 


Ring. But fee he comes, and brings our wiſhes with 


him. | 
Oh, Aribert! my ſoul has long acfir'd thee, 
Has waited long for thy relief, and wanted 
To fare the dul rden which the hears with thee, 
And give thee half her for: 
Ari. Give me ail, 

E vn all the pain you feel, and let my truth 
Be greatly try'd; let there be much to ſuffer, 
Fo prove how much my willing heart can bear, 


r WS I 8 


To caſe iy King, my brother. and my. {itend, 


Airg. | know thee ever gentle in thy nature; 
Vielding and kind, and tender in thy Fricnd! hip; 
And t herefore all my hope of pace dwells with thee. 
For, oh! my henit has lewd long with pain; 

I have cndui'd the rage of fecrcot grief, 
A malady that burns aud rankies inward, 
And wanted ſuch a hind as thine to hal me. | 

Ari. Speak it, nor weed the ſoft fs of my ſoul 
With thetle obicure comple iniegs : ſpeak, my Lord. 

Aing. F.eſt then, this fatal marriage is my curſe; 
This galiing yoke to which wy neck is doom'd; 


This bride—the is my plague—che haunts my dreams, 


Invades the fottor lent hour cf reft, 

And breaks the balmy ſlember. orphe grows REI 
She jcems to ſug, and hand h rf ble wings; 

And pet I dread the wawyin, or the morn: 


. * 
— — . 
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As if ſome {creaming ſp'rit had ſhriek'd, and call'd, 
Her gilt, arte, toni io is thy laſt. 
ri. A thouland FL aking g nicks ale in you ir eyes, 
To tell ih rack witlun l read it plain. 
But. oh ! my King „ ! hat prophet could have dreamt 
A turn like tits ? that becuty ſhould deſtroy, 
And love, which thowutd bave bHieſs'd you, cuts'd you moſt 
Kirg. Oh! wheretoie nam'it thou love ? can there be 
love, | | 
Wien choice, the free, the cheerful voice of nature, 
And Rzaſen's doaicit privitiee is wanting? | 
What crucl laws inpote a bride, or bridegroom, 
On any brute but man? Gbiterve the baits, 
And mark the feather'd kind; docs not the turtle, 
Mhen Venus and the coming for ing incite him, 


Chsaſe out his mate h mel, and love her met. 


zecauſe he likes her beſt ? bat kings mutt wed, 


{Curſe on the hard condition of their roy alty !) 


That ſordid tlaves may ſweat and cat in peace, 
Ari. Lis hard indeed !— Would ike had never come, 
This 
firs. So would J: but row 
Ari. Ay! now what reme=Cy ? 
Wien to reſale the Saxon O.la's fiſter | 
Snalt ſhake your throne, and make the name cf Ficnoilt, 
Tie famous, the vitonous rame of ;Icnout, 
Giow vile and mean in Eritain. 
King. Yes, my brother, 
There is a remedy, and only cone. 


C1 * . 


11s proud in aper ic ous tor, whole hanghty feul 
Diſdains the humble iRonarcls of the varih, 


- 


Wo fours late, a Leis to trend the ris 


A AP #, _ — 

ne ICUTRS t. 2 711 1 15 but * Toy thole TIPS <p 

E ; 2 

1. "nn fi; yg TY '1 41 11 & 1411 masity a 30 RE 

i hb. 

2 pro: ud eft 3 ad the faire tor Ker 1 * : 
c: / V. 
81 C * 8 th. 1 * 1. 0 ot 2 Ver * V Cihan, 6 Se ; 

, j 5 : | | 
4nd cat 0 LLC, ny Aribert. 


4. On me! 


Wie means my Lord ? inf adüble! 
Ring is true 

As true as that me 1 ine ls depen g 

Upon ker love to hee. My tehfal Scofrid 


alt A 


11 he ROYAL CONVERT. Ad II. 


Has pierc'd into her very inmoſt ! iicatt, 

And found thee reignirg there. 

Ji. Then all 1s plain - 

Muy twelling heart heaves at the wrong vou Co me, 

And wo "not be 1 els' d. Some nend from hell 

Has ſhed his put! ſon in VOUT FOY a. break, 

And ſtung you with the onawing canker, Jovlouſy, 

Þut wheretore Head I le k "Da ens fron hell, 

And trace the malice of the thuught ftiom tar, 

Since the perfiéious author ſtands coatels” = 

This villain has traduc'd me.“ 
Se. By the foul 

Of your victorious father, royal Hengick, 

My ever-oracious, ever-honour'd meter, 

Much bare you wrong'd your faithtul Sgoſtid, 

To think that 1 would kindle wrath be: ic zou, 

| Or ſtrive to brc ak Your holy! Fond of b. oth er:uod, 
ing. No, Aubert ; accute him not, nor doubt 

His ott, his well-rry'd faith, Fut call thy eyes 

Back on the elf, and while 1 Hold the mirtor, 

Survey thy tell, the certain cat ic of ve; 

Survey thy youthful torm, Ly Nature fathion'd 

I he molb und ring Patte! ot her jt + 


The pemp uf 10\ eltizets vITh pr. als all Oer thee, 

Ard cecis thee lavitaly with ev rv arace, 

That charms in woman or commends in man: 

Bbenb n ner wonder then if crowns be ſcora'd, 

And puiptc maj- Hy looks vile before thee. 
Ari. Gh, winher, vEther would vou ad? and why 

e „ of l- timed promdet 

8% Were von not all my roval maiter id, 

Ford to tfith;al rg Foarts of the foft IK, 

cet that he loves is, plain, tome 
Ari. Þence, thou t ciphant! 


Ce, Your pardon, i: it has net been m oflice 


* . .* * 
. — » © 0 ' - 4 * ty 7 — 
To 1 1 * 1 a — 7 (| 11 LT 5 ! 1 11 1 l 7 Lv :1Y, 
o - . 
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Vet in her heart with pleaſure ſhe applauds it, 


And would forego, tho' hard to womankind, 
The pride, high place and dignity of empire, 
To ſhare an humble fate with princely Aribert. 

King, Why doſt thou turn away? wherefore deform 
The grace and ſweetneſs of thy ſmiling youth, | 
With that ungentle frown ? art thou not pleas'd 


Io fee the tyrant Beauty kneel before thee, 


Diveſted of her pride, and yield to thee 

Unaik'd, a prize for which, like Grecian Helen, 

The great ones of the earth might ſtrive in arms, 

And empires well be loſt? | 
Ari. Are we not brothers ? 

We are; and Nature form'd us here alike; 

Save that her partial hand gave all the majeſty 


And greatneſs to my King, and left me rich 


Only in plainneſs, friendihip, truth, and tenderneſs, 


Then wonder not our paſſions are the ſame; 


That the ſame objects cauſe our love and hate. 
You ſay, you cannot love this beauteous (tranger ; 
Is not my heart like yours ? 

King. Come near, my brother ; 
And while I lean thus fondly on thy boſom, 
I will diſcloſe my inmoſt ſoul to thee, 


And thew thee ev'ry ſecret ſorrow there. 
T love, my Aribert; I dote to death: 


The caging flame has touch'd my heart, my brain, 
And madneſs will enſue. 

Ari. 'Tis moſt unhappy ! 
But ſay, what royal maid, or Saxon born, 
Or in the Britiſh court, what fatal beauty 
Can rival Rodogune's imperial charins? 

King. Tis all a tale of wonder, 'tis a riddle. 
High on a throne, and royal as | am, 
I want a flave's conſent to make me happy. 
Nay, more, poſſeſs'd of her | love, or Love, i" 
Or ſome divinity more ſtroog than Love, - 1 
Forbids my bliſs, nor have | yet enjoy'd her. * 
Tho' I have taught my haughty heart to bow, | 5 
Tho' lowly as ſhe is, of birth obſcure, | 
And of a race unknown, I oft have offer'd | 


To raiſe her to my throne, make her my Queen; * 
— B | 


"tl 
Yet ja 
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Yet ſtill her colder heart denies my ſuit, 
And, weeping, ſtill the an{wers, tis in vain. 
Ari. Myſterious tl, and da k! yet ſuch is Love, 
And ſuch the laws of his fantaſtic -mpire, 
The wanton boy delights to bend the mighty, 
And 'coft's at the vain wiſdom ot the wiſe. 
Ang. Here in my palace, in this next apartment, 
Unknown to all but this my faithful Seotrid, 
The charm+r of my «eyes, my heart': dear hope 
| Remains, at once my captive and my Queen, 
Ari Ha ! in your palace, here !—— 
King. Ev'n here, my brother, 
But thou, thou ſhalt behold her; for to thee, 
As to my other ſelf, I rruſt. The cares 
Of courts, and tyrant buſineſs, draw me hence; 
But Scofrid ſhail ſtay, and to thy eyes | 
5 [7 he King ftzrs to Seofrid, avho goes out. 
Diſcloſe the ſecret treaſure, Oh ! my Aribert, 
Thou wo'not wonder what diſtracts my peace, 
| When thou bchold'ft thoſe eyes! Pity thy brother, 
And from che beach lend him thy friendly hand; 
Left while conflicting vith a ſea of ſorrows, 
T he proud waves over bear him, and he periſh. 
Ari. Judge me, juſt Heav'n, and you, my royal bro- 
ther, 
If my own life be dear to me as yours, 
All that my ſcanty power can give is yours. 
If I am circumſcrib d by fate, oh! pity me, 
That I can do no more; for oh! my King, 
I would be worthy of a brother's name, 
Would keep up all my int'reſt in your heart, 
That when | kneel before you (as it ſoon 
May happen that | ſhall) when I fall proſtrate, 
And doubrtully and trembling aſk a boon, 
The greateſt you can give, or | can aſk, 
I may find favour in that day before you, 
And bleſs a brother's love, that bids me live. 
King. Talk not of aſking, but command my pow'r. 
By Thor, the greateſt of our Saxon gods, | 
I ſwear, the day that ſees thee join'd to Rodogune, 
Shall ſee thee crown'd and partner of my throne, 
Whate'er our arms ſhall cor quer more in Britain, 


Thine 
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Thine be the pow'r, and mine but half the name. 
Wich joy to thee, my Aribert, I yield 
The wreaths and trophies of the duity field; 
To thee I leave this nobleſt itle to ſway, - 
And teach the ſtubborn Britons to obey ; 
While from my cares to beauty I retreat; 
Drink deep the lu'cious banquet, and forget 5 
That crowns are glorious, or that Kings are great. 
e [Exit King. 
Manet Aa IIERT. 
Ari. Oh fatal love !—curſt inauſpicious flame ! 
Thy baleful fires blaze o er us like a comet, | 
And thicaten diſcord, deſolation, rage, 
And moſt maligrant miſchief. —Lov'd by Rodogune ! 
What, I !—muſt I wed Rodogune !—O miſery !— 
Fantaſtic cruelty of hoodwink'd chance! 
There is no end of thought—the labyrinth winds, 
And | am loſt for ever—Oh ! where now, 
Where is my Ethelinda now! that dear one, 
That gently us'd to breathe the ſounds of peace, 
Gently as dews deſcend, or ſlumbers creep; 
That us d to brood o'er my tempeſtuous foul, 
And huſh me to a calm. 8 


Enter SEOFRID and ETHELINDA. 


Seof. Thus ftill to weep, 
Is to accuſe my royal matter's truth. 
He loves you with the beſt, the nobleſt meaning ; 
Wu honour | Dy 
Eth. Keep, oli keep him in that thought, 
And fave me from pollution. Let me know 
All miſeries befide, each kind of ſorrow 
And prove me with variety of pains, 
Whips, racks, and flames; for | was born to ſuffer : 
And when the mcaſure of my woes is full, 
That Pow'r is whom [| truſt will ſet me free. 
Ari. It cannot be—No, 'tis illuſion all. [Seeing ber. 
Some mimic phantom wears the lovely form, 
Has lcarat the muſic of her voice to mock me, 
To ſtiike me dead with wonder and with fear. 
Eth. And do J ſee thee. then, my Lord! my Aribert! 
B 2 What, 
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What, once more hold thee in my trembling arms ! 
Here let my days, and here my {orrows end, 
1 have enough of life. 

See. Ha! what is this ? 
But mark a little farther, 

Eth. Keep me here, 
Oh bind me to thy breaſt, and hold me faſt ; 
For if we part once more, twill be for ever. 
It is not to be told what ruin follows : 
*Tis more than death, tis all that we can fear; 
And we ſhall never, never meet again, 

Ari. Then here, thus folded in each others. ms, 
Here, let us here reſolve to die together; 
Defy the malice of our cruel fate, 
And thus preſerve the ſacred bond inviolable, 
Which Heav'n and Love ordain'd to laſt for ever. 


But tis in vain, tis torn, tis broke already; 


And envious hell, with its more potent malice, 
Has ruin'd and deform'd the beauteous work of Heav'n: 
Elſe, wherefore art thou here! tell me at once, 


And ſtrike me to the heart but tis too plain: 


I read the wrongs I read the horrid inceſt—- 
Secf. Ha, inceſt ! ſaid he, inceſt ! [ Afede. 
Eth. Oh! forbear 

The dreadful impious ſound ; I ſhake with horror 

To hear it nam'd. Guard me, thou gracious Heay'n, 


Thou that haſt been my ſure defence till now, 


Guard me from hell, and that its blackeſt crime. 
Ari. Yes, ye celeſtial hoſt, ye ſaints and angels, 
She is your care, ycu miniſters of g goodneſs, 
For this bad world is leagu d with hell againſt ker, 
And only you can fave her.—I myſelf, [Te Eth. 
Ev'n | am! {worn thy foe, I have undone thee, 
My fondneſs now betrays thee to deſtruction. 
Eth | hen all is bad indeed. 
Ari. Thou ſeeſt it not. 
My heedleſs tongue has talk'd away thy life: : 
And mark the miniſter of both our fares; 
[ Pointing to Seofrid, 
Mark with what joy he hugs the dear diſcovery, 
And thanks my folly for the fatal ſeeret: 
3 how already in his working brain = 
8 
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' He forms the well-concerted ſcheme of miichief : 

'Tis tix'd 'ris done, and both are doom'd to death=— 

And yet there is a pauſe —if graves are ſilent, 

And the dead wake not to moleſt the living, 

Be death thy portion — lie, and with thee die 

The knowledge of our loves. 

[Aribert catches hold of Seofrid with one band, with 
the ether draws his ford, and bids i to his breaſt. 
Se-f, What means my Lord? 

Eth, Oh hold! for mercy's lake reſtrain 6 hand. 
[Holding his band. 
Blot not thy innocence with guiltleſs biood. 
What would thy raſh, thy tranuc rage incerd : : 
Ari. Thy lafety and my oa 
. os Frult 'em to Heav'n. 
Se:/. Has then my hoary head deſery'd no better, 

Than to behold my royal maſter's ſon 

Life up his armed hand againſt my life ? 

n Prince! oh wheretore burn your eyes, and why, 

Why ; is your ſweeteſt temper turn'd to fury ? 

ri. O thou halt ſeen and heard and known too much; 

Hat? pry'd into the ſecret of my heart, 

And found the certaia means of my undoing. 

Se. Where is the merit of my former lite, 

The try'd experience of my faithful years ! 

Are they forpor, and cin | be that villain! 

Ari. Thou wert my father's vid, his faithful ſervant, 
Se:sf, Now by thy lite, our empire's other hope, 

O royal youth, I {wear my heart bleeds for thee 3 

Nor can this object of thy tond delice, 

This lovely weeping fair be dearer to thee, 

Than thou art to thy faithful Seofiid 

I ſaw thy love, I heard thy tender forrows, 

With ſomewhat like an anxious father's pity, 

With cares, and with a thouiand fears for thece 
£17, What! is it pothble! 

Seof. Of all the names 
Religion knows, pont the muſt freed out, 
And let me {wear by that. 
i. | would believe thee. 

Forgive tue madneſs ot my firſt deſpair, 

Lett. x, fall lis „, word. 
B 3 | Aut 
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And if theu hoſt compaſſion, ſhew it now; 

Be now that iciend, be now that father to me, 
Be now that guardian angel which I want; 

Have pity on my youth, and fave my love. 


Se. Firſt then, ro ſtay theſe ſudden guſts or paſſion 


That hurry you from reaſon, reſt aſſui'd 
The ſecret of your love lives with me only. 


The dangers are not ſmall that ſcem to threaten you; 


Yet, would you truſt you to your old man's care, 
I durſt be bold to warrant yet your ſafety. 


Ari. Perhaps the ruling hand of Heav'n is in it: 


And working thus unſeen by ſecond cauies, 
Ordaias thee for its inſtrument of good, 
To me, and to my love. Then be it fo; 
I truſt thee with my life; but oh! yet more, 
1 truſt thee with a — that tran{cends 
To infinite degrees the life of Aribert; 
I truſt thee with the partner of my ſoul, 
My wife, the kindeft, deareſt, and the trueſt, 
That ever wore the name. 

Seof. Now bleſſings on you——— 
May peace of mind and mutual joys attend 
To crown your fair affeftions. May the ſorrows, 
That now fit heavy on you, paſs away, 
And a long train ot fmiling years ſucceed, 
To pay you for the paſt, 

Ari. It was my chance, 
On that diftiaguith'd day when valiant Flavian, 
A name renown'd among the Britich chiefs, 
Fell by the {words of our victorious Saxons, 
Fo reſcue this his daughter from the violence 
Of the fierce ſoldiers rage. Nor need I tell thee, 


For thou thyſelf behold'ſt her, that I lov'd her, 


Lov'd her and was belov'd ; our meeting hearts 
Conſented ſoon, and marriage made us one. 

Her holy faith and Chriſtian croſs, oppos'd 
Againft the Saxon gods, join'd with the memory 
Of the dread King my father's fieree command, 
Urg'd me to ſeek any Ethelinda's ſafety, 

And hide her from the world. Juſt ti my wiſh, 
Beneath the friendly covert of 2 wood, 


Ciole by whoſe lide the flyer Medway ran, 


I found 
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I found a little pleaſant, lonely cottage, 

A manſion fit for innocence and love, 

Had but à guard of angels dwelt around it 

To keep off violence But forc'd from t hence 

By whom betray d -Why I behold her here 

There I am loſt | 

 Eth. There my ſad part begins. 

It was the ſecond morn fince thou hadſt left me, 

When through the wood | touk my uſual way, 

To ſeek the coolneſs of the well - ſpread ſhade 

That overlooks the flood. On a ſear branch, 

Low bending to the bank, I ſat me down, 

Muſing and ſtill; my hand ſuſtain'd my head, 

My eyes were fix'd upon the paſſing ſtream, 

And all my thoughts were bent on Heav'n and thee ; 

When ſudden through the woods a bounding ſtag 

Ruſh'd hcadlong down, and plung'd amidft the river. 

Nor far behind, upon a foaming horſe, 

There follow'd hard a man of royal port. 

I roſe, and would have ſought the thicker wood ; 

But while I hurry'd on my haſty flight, 

My heedlefs feet deceiv'd me, and | fell. 

Straight leaping from his horle, he rais'd me up. 

Surpriz'd and troubled at the fudden chance, 

I begg'd he would permit me to retire 

But he, with furious, wild, diforder'd looks, 

His eyes and glowing viſage flaſhing flame, 

Swore tu as impoſſible: he never would, 

He could not leave me; with ten thouſand ravings, 

The dictates of his looſer rage, at length | 

He ſeiz d my trembling hand: I flirick'd and call'd 

To Heav'n for aid, when, in a luckleſs hour, 

Your faithful fervants, Ad mar aud Kenwald, 

Came up, and loſt their lives in my defence. | 
Ari. Where will the horror of thy tale have end? 
Eth, The furicus King (for tuch 1 found he was) 

By three attendants join'd, bore me away, 

Refiitleſs, dying, ſunteleſs with my fears. 

Since then, a wretched captive, I deplore 

Our common woes; for mine, I know, are thine. 
Ari. Witneſs the ſorrows of the preſe.'t hour, 

The fears that rend £v'a now my lab'ring heart, 


For 
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For thee, and for myſelf. And yer. alas! 
What are the prefent ills, compar'd to thoſe 
That yet remain behind, for both to ſuffer ? 
Think where thy helpleſs | innocence is lodg'd ; 
The rage of lawleſs pow'r, and burning luſt. 
Are »ent on thee ; tis hell'> important cauſe, 
And all its blackeſt fiends are arm'd againſt thee, 

Eth. "Tis terrible! my fears are mighty on me, 
And all the coward woman trembles in me. 

But oh! when hope and never-tailing faith 
Revive my fainting foul, and lift my thoughts 
Up to yon azure ſky, and bur ning lights above, 
Methinks I read my ſafety written there; 
Methinks I Ce the warlike holt of Heav'n 
Radiant in glittering arms, and beamy gold. 
The great angelic Pow'rs go forth by bands, 
To ſuccour truth and innocence below. _ 

Hell trembles at the ſight, and hides its head 
n utmoſt darkneſs; while on earth each heart, 
Like mine, is fill'd with peace and joy unutterable. 

Seof. Whatever gods there be, their care you are. 
Nor let your yentle breaft harbour one thought 
Of outrage from the King: his noble nature, 
Though warm, though fierce, and prone tv ſudden panes, 
Is juit and gentle, when the torrent rage | 
Ebvs out, and cooler reaſon comes again. 

Should he (which all ye holy Pow'rs avert). 
_ Ury'd by his love, ruſh on to impious force, 
If that thou'd happen, in that laſt extreme, 
On peril of my life I will aſſiſt you, 

And you ſhall find your ſafety in your flight. 

Ari. Oh guard her innocence, let all thy care 
Be watchful to preferve her from dithonour. 

Sesf. Reit on my diligence and caution ſafe. 
Ere twice the ruler of the day return, ö 
Jo gild the chalky cliffs on Britain's ſhore, 

Some favourable moment ſhall be found 

To move the King your royal brother's heart, 
With the tad tender ſtory of your loves. 

Till chen be cheer'd. and hide your inward ſorrows 
With well diſſenibled neceſſary ſmiles; 

Let the — read compliance in your locks, 


A free 
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A free and ready yielding to his wiſhes. 


At preſent, to prevent his doubts, twere fit 
That you ſhou'd take a haſty leave, and part. 
Eth. What! mult we part? 
Se. But for a few ſhort hours, 


That you may meet in joy, and part no more. 


Ari. Oh fatal ſound! Oh grief unknown 'till now? 


While thou art preſent, my fad heart ſeems lighter : 


I gaze, and gather comfort from thy beauty ; 


Thy gentle eyes ſend forth a quick'ning ſpirit, 


And feed the dying lamp of life within me ; 
But oh ! when thou art gone, and my fond eyes 


Shall ſeek thee all pms but ſeek in vain, 


What pow'r, what angel ſha | ſupply thy place, 
Shall help me to ſupport my ſorrows then, 
And ſave my ſoul from death! 

Eth. My life, my lord, 
What would my heart ſay to thee? — but no more 


Oh lift thy eyes up to that holy pow'r, 


Whoſe wond'rous truths, and majeſty divine, 
Thy Ethelinda taught thee firſt to know; 


There fix thy faith, and triumph o'er the world : 


For who can help, or who can ſave beſides ? 


Does not the deep grow calm, and the rude north 


Be huſh'd at his command ? through all his works, 
Does not his ſervant Nature hear his voice? 
Hear and obey: then what is impious man 


That we ſhou'd fear him, when Heav'n owas our cauſe ? 


That Heav'n ſhall make my Aribert its care, 
Shall to thy groans and ſighings lend an ear, 
And fave thee in the mon ent of deſpair. 

Ari. Oh thou haſt touch'd me with the ſacred theme, 
And my cold heart is kindled at thy flame; 
An active hope grows buſy in my breaſt, 

And ſomething tells me we ſhall both be bleſt, 
Like tiune, my eyes the flarry thrones purſue, 
And Heaven diſclos'd ſtands open to my view; 
And ice the guardian angels of the good, 
Reclining foft on many a golden cloud, 

To earth they ſeem their gentle heads to bow, 
And pity what we ſuffer here below; 


But 


Were ſhe but well remov'd 
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But oh ! to thee, thee moſt they ſeem to turn, 
Joy in thy joys, and for thy forrows mourn : 
Thee, oh my love, their common care they make, 
Me to their kind proteclion too they take, 

And ſave me for my Ethelinda's ſake, 


{Exeunt Seofrid and thelinda at one door; 


Aribert at the other. 


ACT m. SCENE I. 
Enter Sxorzip. 


SnoFrID. 


{H\T is the boaſted majeſty of kings, 

Their godlike greatneſs, if their fate depend 
Upon that meaneſt of their paſſions, Love? 

The pile their warlike- fathers toil 'd to raiſe, 

To raiſe a monument of deathleſs fame, 

A woman's hand o'erturns. [he cedar thus, 

That litted his aſpiring head to beaven, 


Secure, and fearleſs of the founding axe, 


Is made the prey of worms; his root deſtroy d, 
He ſinks at once to earth, the mighty ruin, 

And triumph of a wretched inſect's pow'r. 

Is there a remedy in human wiſdom, | 

My mind has lett unſought, to help this evil ? 

I would preferve em both, the royal brothers; 
But if their fates ordain that one muſt fall, 


Then let my maſter ſtand. This Chriſtian woman 


Ay, there the miſchief comes — What are our gods, 


That they permit her to defy their pow'r ? 


But that's not much, ler their prieſts look to that. 
Bur then the king 
Why, abſence, buſineſs, or another face, 

A thouſand things may cure him—wou'd 'tw-r- de, 
And my head faftx———That! let me look to th t—— 
But ſee, the huſband comes ——Ha, not ill thought; 


It ſha! be try'd at leaſt, 
| Eu. er 


ik... 
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| Enter ARiBE«T. 

Ari. Still to this place 

My heart inclines, ſtill hither turn my eyes, 

Hither my feet unbidden find their way. 

Like « fond mother from her dying babe 

Forc'd by officious friends and ſervants care, 

I linger at the door, and with to know, 

Yet dread to hear the fate of what [ love. 

Oh, Seofrid, doſt thou not wonder much, 

And pity my weak temper, when thou ſeeſt me 

Thus in a moment chang'd from hot to cuid, 

My active fancy glowing now with hopes, 

Anon thus drooping ; death in my pale viſage, 

My heart, and my chill veins, all freezing with deſpair? 
Seof. I bear an equal portion of your forrows, 

Your fears too, all are mine. And ob, my Prince, 

I would partake your hopes; but my cold age, 

Still apt to doubt the worit—— 

| Ari. What doſt thou doubt ? | 

* Seof. Nay, nothing worſe than what we both have 
| fear'd. | | 
Ari. How ! Nothing ! Speak thy fear. 
Segf. Why — nothing new. 

The King that's all. | 
Ari, The King! Oh, that's too much! 

And yet ——yet there is more, I read it plain 

In thy dark ſullen viſage like a ſtorm 

That gathers black upon the frowning ſky, 

And grumbles in the wind — But let it come, 

Let the whole tempeſt burſt upon my head, 

Let the fierce lightning blaſt, the thunder rive me; 

For oh 'tis ſure the fear of what may come 

Does far tranſcend the pain. > 
Se, You fear too ſoon, 

And fincy drives you much too fiercely on. 

I do not ſay that what may happen, will : 

Chance often mocks what wiſely we foreſee. 

Beſides, the ruling gods are over all, 

| Ar} order as they pleaſe their world below. 

Tuc King, 'tis tiue, is noble but impetuous ; 
And love, or call it by the coarſer name, 


Luft, 


— 


%. 
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Luft, is, of all the frailties of our nature, 


What moſt we ought to fear ; the headſtrong beaſt 


 Ruſhes along, impatient for the courſe, 


Nor hears the rider's call, nor feels the rein. 
Ari. What wouldſt thou have me think ? 
Secf. Think of the worſt, 

Your better fortune will arrive more welcome, 

To ſpeak then with that openneſs of heart 

That ſhould deſerve your truſt, I have my fears. 

What if at ſome dead hour of night, the King 

Ictend a viſit to your weeping Prigcels ? 

Ari. Ha! 
Seof. He may go, 'tis true, with a fair purpoſe, 

Sup! ofe her ſunk into a downy flumber, 

Her beating heart juſt tir'd, and gone to reſt ; 

Methinks I fee her cn her couch repos'd, 

The lovely, helpleſs. ſweet unguarded innocence 3 

With gentle heavings iſe her ſnowy breaſts, 

Soft ſteals the balmy breath, the ruiy hue 

Glows on her check, a deep vermilion dyes 

Her dewy lip, while peace and ſmiling joy 

Sit huſh'd and fileut on the ſlec ping fair. 

Then think what thoughts invade the gazing King; i 

Catch'd with the ſudden flame at once he burns, 

At once he flics reſiſtleſs on his prey. 


Waking ſhe ftarts diſtracted with the fright, 


To Aribert's lov'd name in vain ſhe flies 

Shrieking ſhe calls her abſent lord in vain. 

The King, poſſeſs d of all his furious will——— 
Ari. Firſt ſink the tyrant raviſher to hell! 


| Seize him, ye fierds !—firſt periſh thou and I! 


Let vs not live to hear of fo much horror; 
The curſed deed will turn me ſavage, wild, 

Blot every thought of nature from my ſoul. 
A brother !—1 will ruſh and tear his breaſt, 


Be drunk with guſhing blood, and glut my vengeance 


With his inceſtuous heart. 
Sec. li is but juſt 


You {iid be SI d, for ſure the thenghe i is dreadful. 

But keep this ſu elling indignat ion down, 

And let your cooler reaſon now prevail; 

That may perhaps ſind out ſome means of ſafety. PE 
2 17h, 


— * 
< 


ri. 
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Ari. Talk'Mt thou of lafety :— we may talk of Heay' a, 


May gaze with rapture on yon ſtarry regions; 


But Wh, ſhull lend us wings to reaca their height? 
Impoſſible 1— 
Sesfe There is a way yet left, 

And only one. 
Ari. Ha ! ſpeak 
Se. Her ſudden Right, | 
Ari, Oh! by what friendly means ? be ſwift to an- 

ſwer, | 

Nor waſt: the precious minutes with delay. 

Sesf. The King, now ab{at trum the 3 ſeems 

To yield a fair occaſion for your wiſhes ; 

A private pottcrn pc; to my paidens, | 

Thro' which the beautrous captive might remove, 

"Till night. and a dilyuitc ſhall farther aid ber, 

To fly with ſaf.ty to tic Britons” camp. 

'Tis true, one danger | night weil object 
Ari. Oh! do not, do — blalt the ſpringing hopes | 

Which thy kind hand has planted in my foul, 

If there be danger, turn it all on me. 

Let my devoted head - 
Serf. Nay ! —--'tis not much, | 

*Tis but my life; and I will gladly give it, 


To buy your peace of mind. 


Ari. Alas! what mean'ſt thou? 

Seo. Docs it not follow plain ? ſhall not the King 
Turn all his tage upon this hoary head? 
Shall not all arts of cruelty be try'd, 
To tind out tortures equal to my falſehood ? 


Imagine you behold me bound and ſcourg'd, 


iy aged muſcles harrow'd up with whips 
Or hear me groaning on the rending rack, 
Groaning and ſcreaming with the tharpeſt ſenſe 
Of piercing pain; or fee me gaſh'd with knives, 
Ard ſcar'd with burning ſteel, *rill the ſcorch'd marrow 
Fries in the bones, and thrigking ſinc vs ſtart, 
A ſmeary foam works o'er my grinding jaws, 
And utmoſt anguiſh thakes my lab ring frame : : 
For thus it mutt be. | 

Ari. Oh! my triend ! my father! 

It mutt not be, It never can, it ſha” not. 


C | V ould 
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Wouldſt thou be kind, and ſave my Ethelinda, 


Leave me to anſwer all my brother's fury. 
The crime, the falſchood thall be all my own. 
Se. Juſt ro my wiſh. | [4/ide. 
Art. Thou ſhalt accuſe me to him. 
Thou know'ſt his own admittance gave me entrance: 
Swear that I ftole her, that | forc'd her from thee ; 
Frame with thy utmoſt ſkill ſome artiul tale, 
And L' avow it all, 
Se. Then have you thought 
Upon the danger, Sir ? 
Ari Oh, there is none, 
Can be no danger, while my love is ſafe. 
Secf. N ethipks inc.ced it leſſers to my view. 
When tke firſt violence of rage is over, 
The fordncts of a brother will return, | 
And pl:ad your cube with nature in his heart: 
You will, you mult be e; ant yl us bard, 
And gricves me mucn ! tkould accule youu to him. 
Ari. His that muſt cover the defign. but fly, 
Loſe not a minute s time. | 
Haſte to remove her from this curicd place; 
My faithful Oſwald {hull at right artone regs 
And help to guard he: to the __—_— Camp 3 
Thou kunow'lt that i not far. 
Sec,. Too near | kgow it. L-Ve. 
Ari. She has a brother there, the noble Lucius, 
A gallant youin, and dear to brave Ambtotius; 
To his kind care reſign thy beautcous charge. 
Sec. This inſtant L obey you. [667g 
Ari Half my fears 
Are over now | 
Ses, One thing I had forgot. 
It will import us much that you ſhould ſeem 
Inclin'd to meer the love cf haughty Rodogune: 
T ill cult youu but a little ccurtly flatrery, 
A kind reſpectful lock, juin'd wich a ſigh, 
A few left render words, that mean zutt nothing, 
Yet win moſt women's hearts. But lee the comes: 
— your temper, Sir; be falle, and meet her 
Wich her owa kz's ts; puriue your taſk, 


And 
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And doubt not all hall proſper to your with, 
| [Exit Seofrids 
ARIBERT folus, 


Ari. She comes indeed! Now where ſhall I begin, 
How {hall I teach ny tongue to frame a language 
80 dincrent trom my heurt ? On, Erhclinda ! 
My heart was made to fit and par with tine, 
Simple and plain, and fraught with artleſs tendernels 
Form'd to receive one love, and only one, 5 
But pleas'd and proud. and dearly fond of that, 
It knows not what there can be in variety, 
And would not if it could 


Enter RODOGUNE. 
Nod. Why do ! ſtay, | | 
Why linger thus wit this hated place, 
Where ev'ry 0:j<ct hocks my loathing eyes, 
And calls my injur d glory to remembrance ? 
The King! —the wretch ! but waer-viore did name 
Fin Hout, my foul, in thy rich ſtore of thegohr, 
Somewhat nde great, more worthy of thy{elt; 
Or let the mance fancy thew gits art, 
And paint ſome pleating image to delight me. 
Let beauty mix with aj ſty and vouth: 
Let manly race be temper d well with ſoftasſe; 
Let love. tne god himſelf, adorn the work, 
And Lill call the charming phantom, Aricert, 
Oh, Venus !—whither —whither would | wander? 
Be huth'd, my tongue —ye gods! —"us he himiclf ——— 


Lim 7 


| LSceing luwert. 
Ari. When, faireſt Princeſs. you avoid var court, 
And lonely tuus from the fall pomp retire, 
Love and the Graces follow to your ſolitude ; 
They crowd to form the thiniag circle round you, 
And all the train feems you. s; while purple majeſty, 
And all thofe outward {hc vs which we call greatacts, 
Languith and droop, ſeem empty and forlaken, 
And draw the wond'ring pazer's eyes no more. 
Rad. The courtier's att is meanly known in Britain, 
If yours preſent their ſervice, and their vows, 
At any ſhrine but where their matter Kneels. 


C 2 | You 
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You know your brother pays not his to me, 
Nor would I that he ſhould. 
Ari. The hearts of kings 
Are plac'd, 'tis true, beyond their ſubjeQs ſearch ; 
Yet. Leeds judge by Love's or Reaſon 's rules, 
Where ſhall my brother find on earth a beauty, 
Like what [ now behold ? 
Rod. That you can flatter, 
Is common to your ſex ; you fay indeed 
We women love it— and perhaps we do. 
Fools that we are, we know that you deceive us, 
And yet, as if the fraud were pleaſing to us, 
And our undoing joy—ſtill you go on, 
| Ard fliil we hear you—Bur, to change the theme, 
I'll find a fitter for you than my beauty— 
Ari. Then let it be the love of royal Hengift. 
Kad. The King, your brother, could not chuſe an ad- 
vocate 
Whom I would ſooner hear on any ſubject, 
*Bating that only one, his love, than you; 
Tho” you perhaps (for ſome have wond'rous arts) 
Could ſoften the harſh ſound. The ftring that jars, 
When rudely touch'd ungrateful to the ſenſe, 
With pleaſure feels the maſter's flying fingers, 
Swells into harmony, and charms the hearers. 
ari. Then hear me ſpeak of love 
Rod. But not of his. . 
Ari. lis true I ſhould not grace the ſtory wth 
Rude and unſkilful in the moving pathon, 
I thould not paint its flames with Gal warmth ; 
Strength, lite, and glowing colours would be wanting, 
And lanyuid nature ſprak the work imperfect. 
Rod. Then haply yet your breaſt remains untouch'd ; 
Tho' that ſeems ſtrange: you ve icen the court of Bri- 
tain; 
There, as I oft have heard, e beauty 
Reigns in its native throne, like light in Heav'n; 
While all the fair ones of the neighb'ring world, 
With ſecond luſtre meanly ſeem to ſhine, 
The faint reflections of the glory there. 
Ari, If eber my heart inclines to thoughts of love, 


Metbinks 1 ſhould not (though perhaps I err) 
| Expect 
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Expect to meet he gentle paſſion join'd | 
Win pap an greatneſs : courts may boaſt of beauty, 
But love is om 1 to dwell amongſt em. 
224d. Tue icons are wreiched. 
Ari. So tney f22m to love. 
From prise, from wealth, from buſineſs, and from pow! r, 
Lodtuin he thes, an feeks the peaceful village; 
He ſecks the c mag? in tie tufted grove, 
The rulſer allows, and the verdant lawns, 
The clear cool ar ok. and the d ep woody glade, 
Bright winter fires, and ſum ner ev'niag funs : 
Tacte he prefer to gilded roofs and crowns 
Here he delights to pair the conſtant ſwain 
With the ſweet, uniff:A-d, yielding maid ; 
Here is his empire, hate his choice to reign ; 
Here, where be dwells with Innocence: and Trut h. 
Rad. To miads which know no better, thele are joys; 
Bur princes, fur-, are born with nobler thoughts. 
Love is in them a flame that mounts to heaven, 
And feexs its fource divine, and kindred ſtars; 
That urges on the mortal man to dare, 
Kindles the valt defites of glory in him, 
Ani makes Amvitioa's ſacred tires burn bright, 
Nor you, howe'er your ton2ue dilguite your hearty 
Have meaner hopes than theſe. 
Ari. Mine have been mill 
Match'd with my birth; a younger brother's hopes. 
Rod. Nay, more; methinks I read yous future great- 
neſs; 
And, like ſome bard inſpir'd, I coul! foretell 
Wat wond'rous things our gods reſerve for you, 
Perhaps, ev'a now, your better ſtars are join d; 
Auſpicious love and fortune now conſpire, 
Ar once to crown you, and below that greatneſs, 
Whiz in partial Nature at your birth denied. 


- 


| Sato the Kix G, Guards, and other Attendants. 
King. She mult, ſhe ſhall be found, thoug the be lunk 
Deep to the entre, though eternal Niglit 
Spread wile her ſable wing to ſhade her beauties, 
And ſhut me from her fight. But ſay, thou traitor, 
Thou that haſt made the name of friendihip vil-, 
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And broke the bonds of dutv and of nature, 
Where haſt thou bid thy theft —80 young. ſo falſe !— 
Have I not been a father to thy youth, | 
And loyv'd thee with a more than brother's love? 
Aud am T thus repaid ? — But bring her forth, 
Or by our gods thou dieſt. 

ed. What means this rage? D Ad. 


Ze. 


Ari Then briefly thus: You are my king and brother, 


The names which I moſt reverence on C. tin, 


And fear off. aling moſt. Yet to defend 

My honour and my love from violation, 

O'er ev'iy bar refiltleſs will I ruth, 

And, in ce{pight of proud tyrannic pow'r, 

Seize and affert my right! 
Aing. What, thine ! ! thy right! 

Riddles and tales. 
Ari. Mine by the deareſt tie, 

By holy marriage mine, ſhe is my wife. . 
Rod Rachs, tortures, madnels, ſeize me! oh con- 

fuſion! de. 

Ari. I fee thy heart Cells, and thy flaming viſage 

RedGens with rage at this unwelcome truth ; 

Bur ſince | know my Ethelinda's fate, 

I have but litcle care of what may happen. 

To morrow may be Heaven's or yours to take. 

If this day be my laſt, why farewell life; 


1 hold it well befusu'd, for her | love. 


R2d. Nay forrow, ſhame, and fickneſs ende her, 
And all her beauties, like my hopes, be blaſted! Ce. 
King. So brave ! but | ſhell find the means to tame you, 
To make thee curſe thy folly, curſe thy love, 
And to the dreadful gods who reign beneath, 
Devore thy fatal bride. She is a "Chriſtin : 
Remember that, fond boy, and then remember 
That ſacred vow. which, perjur'd as thou art, 
Proſtiate at Woden's altar, and iavoking. 
Wuh folemn Runic rites, our country's god, 
Thou mad ſt in preſence of our royal father. 
i. Yes, | remember well the impious oath, 
Harly extorted from my trembling youth; 


When burning with miſguided zal, the King 


Cumpell'd my knee to bend before his gods, 


And 
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And forc'd us both to fwear to what we krew not. 

| King. Now, by the handuts of the Jaxon race, 
A long and venc: ble line ot heros, 
I ear thou art abindon'd, Toft to honor, 
And tall'a from cv ry great and godlike thought, 
Some whining coward pri-fit has wrought upon thee, 
And dran thee trom car brave foretathers? faith, 
Falſe to our gods, as to thy Kin and b other, 

» Jri, lis much bengath my courage and my truth, 
To borrow any mean difomſe rom talf hood, 
No -—'tis my glory that the Chriitian light 
Has dawn'd, like day, upon my darker ming, 
And taught my foal the nobleſt we of reaſon; 
Taught her to four aloft, ro ſcarch, to know, 
That vatt eternal Fountain of her being ; 
Then, warm with indignation, to deſpiſe 
The things you call our country's guds, to ſcorn, 
And trample on their ignominious altats. ; 
_ King. (is well, Sir, —unpious boy! -e Saxon gods, 
And thou, oh royal Henoilt, whoſe dread will, 
And injur'd majeſty I now atT-rt, 
Hear, and be preſent to my juſtice, hear me, 
While thus | vow ro vour off-aded deities | 
This traitor's life; he dies, nor ought on earth 
Saves his devoted head. One to the prieſts : 

[ T9 the attendants. 

Bid 'em be ſwift, and dreſs their bloody altars 
With every circumſtance of tragic pomp ; 
To day a royal victim bleeds upon em. 
| Rich ſhail the ſmuke and ſteaming gore aſcend, 
To glut the vengeance of our angry gods. 

Ned. At once ten thouſand racking paſſions tear me, 
And my heart heuves as it would burft my boſom. 
Oh can I, can | hear him doom'd to death, | 
Nor ſtir, nv1 breathe one ſingle found to fave him? 
It wo'nor be—and my fierce haughty ſoul, _ 
Wbate'er ſhe ſuffers, fill diſdains to bend, 
To ſue to the curs'd, hated, tyrant King. 
Oh love! ch glury!— Would'ft thou die thus tamely ? 
{ To Aribert. 
Is life fo ſmall a thing. ſo man a boon, 
AS is not wor ch the aiking ? Thou art ſilent! 


Wilt 
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Wilt thou not plead for life ? Entreat the tyrant, | 
And waken Nature in his iton heart. 
Ari. Life has ſo little in it good or plcafing, 
That fince it ſeems not worth a brother s care, 
Tis hardly worth my aſking. 
King. Seize him, zuards, 
And bear him to his tate. [ Guards ſeize Aribert, 
Rid. Yer Hengiſt, know, | 
If thou thalt dare to touch his precious life, 
Know that the gods and Rodogune prepare 
The ſharpeſt ſcourges of vindictive war. 
Fly where thou wilt, the ſword ſhall (ill purſue 
With vengeance, to a brother's murder due. 
Driven out from man, and murk'd for public ſcorn, 
Thy ravith'd ſcepter vaialy (halt thou mourn. 
And when at length thy wretched lite thall ceaſe, 
| Wh.n in the filemt grave thou hop ſt for peace ; 
Think nt the grave thall hide thy hated head! - 
Still, {till 1 will purſue thy fleeting ſh.de ; 
1 cuis'd thee living, and will plague ther dead. 
[ Ext Rodogune. 
King. On to the temple with him; let her rave, 
And propheſy ten thouſand on und horrors ; 
I could join with her now, and bid em come i 
They fit the preſent fury of my foul. 
The ſtings of love and rage are tix d within, 
And drive me on to madneſs, Earthquakes, whirlwinds, 
A general wreck of nature now would pleale me: 
For, oh ! nut all the driving wintry war, 
When the ſtorm groans and bellows trom afar, 
V hen thro” the gloom the glancing lightnings fly, : 


Heai y the rutthog thunders roll on high, 

And ſeas and carth mix with the duſky icy ; 3 
Not all thoſe warring elements we fear, 
Are equal to the inborn tæmpeſt here ; | 
Fierce as the thoughts which mortal man controul, 
When Love and Rage contend, and tear the lab'ring 


ſoul. | [ Exeunt. 
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ACT Iv. en I. 


The SCENE ita Temble adorn'd according to the ſuper- 


Pition of the ancient Sax ms 3 in the middis are pla- 
ced their three principal idols, Thor, Woden, and 


Muſic is heard at a diſtance, as of the prieſts preparing 


fer the ſacrifice, Then enter ARiBeRT, 


Ar1BtRT, 
LL night the bloody prieſts, a dreadful band, 


Have watch'd intent upon their horrid rites, 


With many a dire and ex-crable pray'r, 
Calling the fiends beneath, the fullen demons, 


That owell in darkneſs deep, and foes to man, 
Delight in reeking ſtreams of human gore 


Now huddled on a heap, they murmur'd hoarſe, 


And hiſſing, whifper'd round their myttic charms ; 
And now, as if by ſudden madneſs truck, 
Wich lerramings thrill they ſhook the vaulted roof, 
And » the ſtill. the filent, fol-mm midnight. 
Such ſure, in everlaſtirg flames below, 

Such are the groans of poor lamenting ghoſts, 

And ſuch the how lings of the laſt deſpair, 

Anon to ſounds of woe, and magic itrings, 
They danc'd in wild fantatti.- meaſures round; 
Then all at once they bent their ghaſtl) viſapes 

On me, and yelling. thrice they call'd on, Aribert ! 
Ind, at length, 
See ! the night wears away, and cheertul morn, 
All ſweer and freſh, tpreads from the roſy eatt ; 
Fair Nature ſeems 1eviv'{, and ev'n my heart 

Sits light and jocund at the day's return, 

And fearleſs waits an end of all its ſuff rings. 


Enter one of the Guards, he delivers a letter ta AR1BFRT. 
Guard, From Ofwald this, on peril of my life 

| have Eligag U to render to your hands. (Ext. 

— * 


FO The ROYAL CONVERT. Ad iv. 


Ari. r:ads.] Seofrid has been juſt to his word; he 
has deliver'd the fair Ethelinda to my charge: we 
„% have happily pals'd ail the guards, and hope in two 
„% hours to reach the Britons camp. 


% trum your faithful Oſwald," 


Then thou haſt nothing left on earth, my ſoul, 
Worthy thy further care. Why do | ſtay, 
Why linger then, and want my heav'n ſo long? 
To live is to continue to be wretched, 

And robs me of a great and glorious death. 


Enter RoDoGune with an OFFICER: he ſpeaks to ber | 


entering. 


Of. Thus Offa to his beauteous (ifter ſends : 
Depend upon a brother's love and care, 
To further all you with. 
Rod. Tis well! Be near, | [Exit Officer, 
And wait my farther order. See! my heart, 
See there thy deareſt choice, thy fond deſire, 
See with how clear a brow, what cheerful grace, 
With all his native ſweetneſs, undiſturb'd, 
The noble youth attends his harder fate. | 
I came to * my friendly grief with yours, 
[To Aribert; 
To curſe your tyrant brother, and deplore 
Your youthful hopes, thus all untimely blaſted ! 
But you I (ce, have learn'd to corn your danger; 
| You wear a face of- triumph, not of mourning: 
Has death ſo little in it? 
Ari. Oh ! "tis nothing, 
| To minds that weigh it well: the vulgar fear i it, 
And yet they know not why. Since never any 
Did from that dark and doubtful land as yet 
Jura back again, to tell us 'tis a pain. 
Jo me it ſeems like a long with d-for hapeincſa, 
Beyond what ev'n our expectation paints; 
'Tis comfort to the toul, 'tis peace, tis reſt; 
It comes lise llumber te the fick man's 5 
Bu vwinys and riitlets with a fever's ro 
Athos cht he twiſts on his weary bed; 
He teils tie teuluus mmulcs as they pals, 


- 
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And turns, and turns, and ſeeks for eaſe in vain : 
But if, at morning's dawn, tweet flcep fails on him, 
Think with what plcaſure he reſigns his fentcs, 
Sinks to his pillow, and forgets his pain. 

Rod. Perhaps it may be ſuch a ftate of indolence ; 
Rut ſure the actise foul ſhould therefore fear it. 
The gods have dealt unjuſtly with their creatures, 
If barely they beſtow a wistched being, 
And fcatter not fume picalur:s with the pain, 
To make it worth ther Keeping, Is there nothing : 
Could mae you will to live? 

Art. Ih! yes, there is; 
There is a blcjunp could with to live for, 
To live, for „cars, tur ages to enjoy it ; 
But tar, alas ! civided hom my arms, 


35 


It leaves tlic wo! 10 a WHOG ncls Letuic me, | 


Writ nat) » W430 defis ing. 

Rad. ulla cold ! 1 8 | 2 
Or cold at an to ine, dull, dull indifference, [ Aide. 
V bat it 049% +4 wins ow lock don from Licav'n, 
And Kine ty vt your afflictes! toituncs ! 55 


What ic it fend tome unexpected aid, 


Some poactous heart, and tome prevailing hand, 
Willing to tave, and mighty to detend, | 
Whu tro 4 the gloomy cuntines of the grave, 


Timely thatl ſnarch, thall br.ng you back to life, 


And raue yo. up to empire and to love? 
Ari. The wretched have few friends, at leaſt on 
tar h;: | _ 
Then what have I to h--pe ? 
Rad Hope every thing. 
Hope ail that merit, ſucn as yours, may claim, 
Such as commands the world, exacts tlicir homage, 
An makcs cv'n all the good ard brave vou fricads. 
* And can yuu then vouchfafe io iter milery? 
1 ich fo fill'o, to tolt a thing as | am, 
V. + the ſwcet bicath uf prort © Su picus virgins 
* o the whole {piing to me * eir garlanus fine, 
hen hang em on a tent]. > marble romb, 
Kod. burning purple tuthes o'er my face, 
And il ani 14. os my tongue, ot | would fay, 


That I— ou Aribert !—— 1 am thy friend. 


Yet 


In humble adoration of your goodneſs ; 
Thus with my lateſt accents breathe your name, 
And bleſs you ere I die. Oh, Koc ogune, 
Fair r03al maid ! to thee be all thy wiſhes, 
| 2 Content 
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Yet wherefore ſhould I bluſh to own the though: ? 
For who who would not be the friend of Aribert ? 
Ari. \\ by is this wond'rous goodneſs lolt on me ? 
Why is this bounty lavith'd on a bankrupt, | 
W ho has not left another hour of life 
To pay the mighty debt? 
Rad. Oh ! let me yet, = 
Yet add to it, and ſwell the ſum yet higher ; 
Nor doubt but Fate ſhall find the means to pay it. 


| Know then that | have paſs'd this live long night 


Sle-plefs ind anxious, with my cares for thee ; 
The gods have jure approv'd the pious thought, 
And crown'd it with 3 Since I have gain'd 
Alfred, the chief of mighty Woden's prieſts, 

To find a certain way for thy eſcape. 


One of the ſacred habits is at hand, 
Prepar'd for thy diſguiſe ; the holy man 
Attends to guide thee to my brother's camp: 


Myſelf—Oh, yet he tt:]I, my beating heart !— LAlide. 
Whatever dangers chance, myſelf will be 

The partner and the guardian of thy flight. 

Ari. Now what return to make — h, let me ſink, 


With all theſe warring thoughts together in me, 
Bluſhing to earth, and hide the vaſt confuſion. de. 


Nod. Ye gods! he anſwers not, but hangs his head 


In ſullen filence : fee ! he turns away, 


And bends his gloomy viſage to the earth. 


To what am I betray'd ! Oh ſhame, diſhonour! 


And more than woman's weakr..1s ! he has ſeen me, 
Seen my fond heart, and ſcorns the eaſy prize. 

Blaſt m-, ye lightnings, ſtrike me to the centre, 
Drive, drièse me down, down ro the depths beneath! 
Let me not live. nor think let me not think, 

For I have been deſpis'd Ten thouſand thouſand, 
And yet ten thouſand curſes !— Oh my tolly |!—— 

Ari. Thus let me fall, thus lou ly to the earth, 
| | | Kneeling. 
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Content and everlaſting peace dwell with thee? 
And every joy be thine ; nor let one thought 
Of this ungrateful, this unhappy Aribert 
Rem4ia behind, to call a ſudden ſigh, 
Or ttain thee with a tear! Behold I go. 
Doom'd by eternal fate, to my long reft; 
Then let my name too die, fiok to »birvien, 
And ſleep in filence with me in the grave. 
R- 1. Doſt thou not with to live ? 
Ari. | cannot. 
Nod. Why? 
Behold, I give thee life. 
Ari. And therefore — oh! 


tu) 
— 


Therefore I cannot take it. 1 dare dic, 


But dare not be oblig'd. I dire not owe 
What I can never render back. 
Nod. Confuſion! 


Is then the bleſſing, life, become a curſe, 
When oiler d to thee by my baleful hand? 


Ari. Oh, no! for you are all that's good and gra- 
„ RR 
Nature, that makes your ſex the joy of ours, 


Made you the pride of both; ſhe pave you ſwegtneſa, 


So mis d with ſtrength, with maj ſty fo rais'd, 

To make the willing world copfets vour empire, 

And love, witle they obey. Nor ſtay'd the there, 

But to the bod) fitted ſo the mind, 

As each were ſaſhion'd ſiagly to excel, 

As if ſo fair a form difdaia'd to harbour 

A foul Jeſs great, and that great ſoul could find 

Nothing ſo like the heav'n from whence it came, 

As that fair form to dwell in. 

Led. Soothing ſounds ! | 

Deli gutful Lattery from him we lor? Tides 

Lut what are theſe to my unpat: vi hopes 
Ari. Net wizeretore thould this unglity mals of waatth 

Pc vainly plac'd betore my wond'ting eyes, 

Since | mutt nc'er poſſeſs it, lince my twat, 

Once giv'a, can ne'er return, vin know no came 

But thelinda, only Etc lin. 985 

conſtant, 

It U.-us not to any vir coil, 


D Sp 
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So rigid hermits, that forſake the world, 
Are deaf to glory, greatneſs, pomps and plcaſures; 
Severe in zeal, and irtolcntiy pions, 
They let attending princes vainly wait, 
Knock at their c. its, and lure 'em forth in vain. 
Ny. tow is the form'd? with what ſuperior orace, 
This rival of my love? V hat envicus god, 
In ſcorn of Nature's wretclicd works below, 
Improv'd and made her more than helf divine? 
low his he taught her hips to breathe ambroſia? 
How dy'd her bluthes with the morning's red, 
Ard cleth'd her with the faireſt beams of light, 
To make her thine beyond me? 
Ari. Spare the theme. | 
N. But then her mind! Ye gods, which of you all 
Could make that great, and fit to rival mine? 
What more than heavenly fire ip forms the maſs ? 
Has the a foul can dare beyond our fex, 
Bevond ev'n man himſelf, can dare like mine? 
Can e reſolve to bear the ſecret ſtings 
Of tname and conſcious piice, diſtradiag rage, 
Ard all the deadly pangs of love detpis'd ? 
Ch, ro! ſhe cannot, Nature cannot 3 it; [1Woepinr, 
It ins ev'n me, the torrent drives me down ; 
The native greatnels of my ſpirit fails, 
Thus melts, and thus runs guthing thro” my eyes; 
The foods of forrow drown my dying voice, 
And I can orly call thee—eruel Atibert ! 
Ari, Ch thou, juft Heoavy'n, if mortal man may dare 
To look iato thy great decices. thy fate, 
Ve orc it pot better | had never been, 
Ihen thus t9 iow; 1 a{liGion and dals fortune, 
Tis us curſe what thou hadi made fo ceood and fair? 
Red. Kit les the Ring and cruel! * ieſts pd anon 
Nor can I ſave thee cow. Thou tft thy wih; 
[77 Aribert. 
Put ah at rennins or me? my heart beats falt, 
And fes paris „t at the tyrant's fight 
I» y bled, ercyhiic at ebb, row flows again, 
And with rew rave 1 burn, Since love is loſt, 
Come theu, Revenge, ſucceed thou to my bolom, 
And teigu in all niy foul. Les, I will and her, = : 
18 
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This fatal ſhe, for whom I am deſpis'd. 

Lock that the be your milterpiece, ye gods; 
Let each celeſtial hand tome grace impart, 
To this rare pattern of your forming art; 


Such may the be, my jealous rage to move, 9 
Such as you never mae till now, to prove | 
A victim woithy my oflended love. | Exit. Rod. J 


Enter at the ether dior the Rix, Pries, Cuundi, and 
| ether Alicnuants. | 
King. Ha thou bethobght thee yet, perſid tous boy 
Wilt thou yet renter back thy theft! Conutides; 
The precipice is jaſt beneath thy fect ; 
»Tis but a moment, ard I puh thee 0, 
To plunge for ever in eternal dakneſs, 
Something like Nature has been buſy here, 
And made a ſtruggle tor thee in my foul; 
Reſtore my love, and be again m brother. 
Ari Rage, and the victcnce of Jawicis paſſton, 
Tlave blinded your clear rcaſon; wherefore ele 
This framic wild demand ! What! thould J yield, 
Give up my Jove, my wite, my Ethelnda. 
To an inceſtuous brother's dire embrace? | 
Oh, horror! But, to bar the impious thought, 
 Frow—-tHlewv'n and brave Ambroſius ate ler guard: 
Ere this her flight has reach'd the Britons camp, 
And found her {ſafety there. 
King. Fled to the Britons ! 
Oh, moſt accurled traitor | Let her fly, 
| Far as the carly day-ſpring in the caſt, 
Or to the utmoſt ocean, where the fan 
Deſcends to other ſii-s, and worl is unknowns 
Ev'n thither ſhall my love tike wing and follow, 
To ſeize the flying air. The Britons ! ods ! 
Shall they wich held her !—Putft, my arms {hall hake 
Their iſland to the centre. But for thee, 
Think'ſt thou to awe me with that phantom, inceſt ? 
l Such empty names may fr: ht thy coward ſoul; _ 
| But know that mine difdains 'em. Bind him ſtraight. 
| | [T; the Pricftre 
I wo'not loſe another thought about thee. [To uri. 
| Begin the rites, and dye th. ballow d Reel 
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Deep in his Ch:iſtian blood. The go ls demand him. 
Ari. Why then, no more. Hut if we meet again, 

As, when the day of gieat account ſhall come, 

Perhaps we may, may it thou find mercy there, 

More than thou ſhew'ſt thy brother here. Farewell, 
King. Farewell, To death with him, and end the 

dr.amer 
"The P. ioſts bind Aribert, pe lead Fir: to the altar, 
while the folemn muſic is playing. 


Enter Skor Rip. 


Se:fe. Haſte, and break of veur unauſpicious rites; 
The inſtant dangers fummon you 2wav 
Meſtruction threatens in our trighted ltreers, | 
And the gods call to arms. 

Aing. What means the fear 
That trembles in thy pale. thy baggard riſage 2. 
Speak out, and eaſe this labour of thy foul, 

Seof: Oh, fly, my Lord; the torrent grows upon us, 
And while I ſpcak we're ot, i terce Ofta comes; 
From ev'ry part his crowding enfigns enter, 

And this way waving bend. W. th idle arms 
Your ſoldiers carcleſs ſtand, and bid em pals ; 
Some join, but all refuſe to arm againſt 'em; 


They call 'em friends, „*„— and their country - 


men. 
A choſen band, led by the hangdey princeſs, 
Impcrious Rodogune, move ſwiftly hither 
To intercept your paſſage to thc palace. 
That only ſtrength is left, then fly to reach it. 
King. Curs'd chance! But haſte, diſpatch that traitor 
ſtraight : 
They ſha'not bar my vengeance, 
Seof. Sacred Sir, Es | 
Thiak only on your ſafety. For the Prince, 
Your crown, but more your love, a thouſa d reaſcns, 
All urge you to defer his fate; time preſſes, 
Or I could ſpeak 'em plain. 
King. Then hear me, Prieſt, 


I give him to thy charge. 


Seof,, They come, my Lord, [ Shout, 
| : At. ''8 


Aa IV. The ROYAL CONVERT. Gt 


King. Look to him well; for, by yon dreadfu! altars, 
Thy lite ſhall pay for Lis, if he eſcape : : 
Firit kill him, plunge thy pomiard in his boſom, 
And ſee thy King reveug'd. 
C Freut King, Sof. . aud Alten. lants. 
Prieſt. Be cheer'd, my Lord, 
Nor keep one doubt of me; 1 am your fave, 
The e is fled, and wich him all your dangers. 
Fate has referv'd you for ſome vlorious purpoſe; 
And fee, your guardian goddeſs comes to {ave vou, 
To break your bonds, and make you ever happy. 


Euter Rodocuxt, Sodiers, and ether Attindants, 


Ned. Well have our arms pr-vail'd ; beholJ, he lives, 
Ungreatful as he 1s, Ly me he lives. | 
Do I not come with too officious haſte, [ Ari, 
Once more to preſe the burden, life, upon you? 
To offer, with an idiot's importunity, 
The nauſcous benefit vou ſcorn'd before? 

Ari. If I refus d the bleſſing from your hands, 
Think it not rudely done with "(ullen pride; ; 
Since life and you are two of Heav'n's beſt gifts, 
Jet both ſhould be receiv'd, both kept with horour, 

Nod. However, Iive——Y<3, I will bid thce live, 
Ko matter what enſues. Fly far away. 
Forget me, blot my name from thy remembrance, 
And think thou ow'tt me nothing. What! in bonds 
Well w.s the talk referv'd for m:. Burt thus 
I break thy chain — Would I could vicek my own, 
| | U ade, 


Euler an CTFICE 


OF. A party of our horf-. that late went forth 

To mark th order of the 2285 075 CAMP, 
Met in their courſe {ome fervuis of the King: 
For they call'd th mivives Ours . n traitors, 
And would have . 17, as Hy ing tothe. 
After a (harp rehtlange fer fcap'ç: 
The reft for fo v.r Pee brother wills, 
W hour, atten »cur 

. T.-t ni ener. 
A woman | 
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Erier ETHELIxDA, and two Attendant guarded, 
Erik. Ie nere then an end of ſorrows ! 
[Nun ing to An, 
Has ther that cruel chance that oP purſu @ me, 
That vt a me with Fer various malice long, 
Been kiad at laſt, and blefs'd me ta my wi, 
E ore within thy itz arms ! 
VV heart! ©, tatal me. ing! 
E.. W. y dus. my - love, my Lord, my Aut art? 
Why cet thou Lol and preſs me? nd, oh ! u nere {ore 
W hercfore thefe tears that Rain t! y manly vif ps 
Tin * told me illesw'n bad ſtrove for thy deliverance, 
Io -11s'd thee up ſome kind, ſome great preſetver, 
Fo 36 thee from thy cruel brother's hand. 
Why thcrefor2 doſt tou mourn, when thou art bleſs'd 
Or docs ſome new uulidtien wound thee ? ſay: 
Perhaps I am the cauſe. 
J. ky all the tortures, 
The pangs that rend my groaring breaft, 'tis ſhe; 
My curs'd, my happy rival. Sce the Syren, 
See how with enger cycs he drinks her charms, 
J. Lark how he liters to her fwe2t allurements ; 
Sh: winc s lerielt about his eaſy heart, 
Erd melts kim with her ſoft eachanting tor gue 
Et. We't tnou not anſwer yet? 
Ar: Oh thehnda! 
Wu art thou nere; * Is this the Pritons camp 
Te Locus here: haſt thou a brother here, 
To grard thy beipleſs innocence from wrong? 
Lib. Hare I not thee? 
Ari. Me! V. lat can I do for thee ? 
For we are wretclled both. | 
Nad. I'll doubt ro more, 
Myr j-alous !.cort confeif's her 1 its ſoe, 
And beats and riſes, eager to opp ſe her; 
Tor mall fle t! „mph o'er n No, ye pac's ! 
If } am dend bby you to be a witch, 
She too ſhall {ur with me Prince, you ſem 
| 79 Atibert. 
To know pris' rer, whom the Sven chir's 
Accule of nung to our toes, the Bricgns. 


* 


However, 
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However, I will think more nobly of you, 
Than to belicve you conſcious of the treaſon 2 
Nor can you grieve, if juſtice dooms her to 
That fate the has deſerv'd. Bear her to death, 
[T7 the Guard:. 
Eth, Alas! to death! — What mean you ? Say by 
| What | 6 

Unknown, unwilling crime have I offended? _ 

To vou, fair Princels, fince 'tis vou that judge me, 
T ' now t1.43 moment to my eyes fürſt known, 

Fo you | bend, to you 1 will appeal; 
And learn my crime from you. 

Iii. Learn it from me; 

I am thy crime, 'tis Aribert deſtroys thee, 
Fi. uf thou art my offence, I've ſinn'd indeed, 
Ev'n to a valt and nume tleſs account; e 
For rom the time when | heheld thee firſt, [To Ari. 

My foul has not one moment been without thee ; 
Still hat thou becn my wiſh, my conſtant thought, 
Like !:zht, the daily bleſſing of my eyes, 

Aad the dear dream of all my ſweeteſt ſlumbers. 

Rd Oh the diſtracting thought! | 
Ei. Nor will you think it [Te Rodogune. 
A crime to love, for that | love is true. 

In your fair eyes [ read yuur native goodneſs. 
Haply ſome noble youth (hall in your breatt 
Kindle the pure, the gentle flame, and prove 
As dear to you, as Aribert to me: 

Would it be juſt that you ſhould die for loving? 
Think but on that, and I ſhall find your py ; 
For pity ſure and mercy dwell with love. 

No.1. Be dumb for ever, let the hand of death 

Clole thy bewitching eyes, and ſe4l thy lips, | 
That thou may'it look and talk no more deluſion, 

For oh! thy ev'ry glance, each ſound thoots thro? me, 
And kills my very heart. Hence, bear her hence, 
My peace is loſt for ever—but ſhe dies— 

Ari. Oh hold! for —— 

Ned. Wherefore doſt thou catch my garments? 
Thou that haft fer me on the rack; com'it thou 

To double all my pains, and with now tercurs, 

Dreadful, to ſhake my agoniziog foal ? 


43 


[ Kneeling, 


Ari, 
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Ari What ſhall I {ay to more thee? 

No. Talk for ever, | 
Winds thall be ill, and ſeas forget to roar, | 
The din of bibling crowds, and peopled cities, | 
All ſhall be huth'd as death, while thou art Ipcaking, | 
For there is muſic in thy voice. 

uri Then hear me; | 
With gentleſt patience, with compaſſion hear me, | 
Thus while I fall before thee, graſp thee thus, 


Thus with a bleeding heart, and ftreaming eyes, oy 
Implore thee for my Ethelinda's life, 
Rod. Tho' thou wert deater to my doating eyes | 1 
Than all chey knew beſides, tho' I could hear thee I 
While ages paſt away; yet, by the gods, ll 
If ſuch there are, who rule o'er love and jealoufy, Hf 
And {well our heaving breaſts with mortal pathons, 2 
I ſwear the dies, my bated rival dies. | V 
Ari. Then | have only one requeſt to make, A 
Which ſha not be deny'd ; to ſhare one fate, S 
And qie with her | love. | T 


Rod. Ungrateful wretch ! F 
Yet | would make thy life my care | | 
Ari, No more: 
Now | ſcorn lite indeed. Tho” you had beauty, 

More than the great Creator's bounteou hand 
Beſtow'd on all his various works together, | 
Tho' all ambition aſks, the kingly pu ple, 
Glory, and wealth, and pow'r, were yours to give; 1 
Tbo' length of days and health were in your hand, DS. 
. And all were to b mine, yet I would chuſe 
| To turn the gift with indignation back, 1 


Eth, Oh my love ! . EY 
What can I pay thee back for all this truth? | 
. What! but like thee, to triumph in my fate, 
1 And think it ore chat life to die with thee, 
1 Haſte, then, ye virgins, bi ak the tender turf, 
. And let your chalter hands prepare the bed, 


7. | | Where 


'P And rather fold my b theligda thus, 

F And ſleep for ever with her in the grave. 

. Nod. Then take thy wiſh, and let both die together, 
5 Yes, I will tear thee out from my remembviance, 

j : And be ar caſe for ever. | 
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Where my dear Lord and I mutt reft together; 
Then let the myctle and the roſe be ſtrow d, 
For 'tis my ſecond better bridal day 
On my cold boſom let his head be laid, 
And look that none diſtuib us; | 
Till the laſt trumpet's found break our long ſizep, 
And calls us up to everlaiting bliis. | 
Rod. Hence with em, take em, drive em from my 
. 
The fatal pair-—— | 
| [ Exenn? Anhert and Ethelinda guardes. 
That look ſhail be my laſt. x 
feel my foul impatient of its bondage, 
Difdaining mis unworthy idle paſſion, 
And ſtruggling to be free. Now, now it ſæoots, 
I It tow'rs upon the wing to crowns and empire; 
While love and Aribert, thoſe meaner names, 
Are left far, far behind, and loſt tor ever. 
So if by chance the eagle's noble offspring, 
Ta'en in the neſt, becomes ſome peafant's prize, 
Compell'd a while he bears his cage and chains, 
And like a pris'ner with the clown remains; 
But when his plumes thoot forth, and pinions ſwell, 
He quits the ruttic, and his homcly cell, 
Breaks from his bonds, and in the face of day, 
| Full in the ſun's bright beams he ſoars away; 
| Delights thro” heav'n's wide pathleſs ways to go, 
Plays with Jove's ſhafts, and g: alps his dreadful bow, / 
| aye ay immortal gods, and fcorns the world 
below. 


—— 


[Exeunt Rodogune and Attendants. 


ACT . Scent 1i- - 
She Pe | 


| Enter the KING and SE OFRID. 


| RING. 
\ | O ! I will follow the fond chace no more; 
No more purſue the fl; ing phantom, glory; 


Kut lay me down, and reſt is ſullen peace; ” 
8 Secur | 
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Secure of all events to come, and careleſs 
If the gods guide the wortd by tate or fortune, 
Jet them take back the woithl-ls crown they gave, 
Since the \ retule their better bleſhnys to me. 
Secj. If rot to glory, yet awake to love: 
And tho regardleſs of your toyal fate, 
Yet lee tor bthehnda, live to fave her, 
Doom'd by the erucl Rodogune to die! 
He'plofs and defolate metlunks the tends, 
And calls von to her and. 
King. W nat! deom'd to die! 
Shall tho dear glowing beauties then grow cold, 
Pale, ſtiſt, and cold? nor ſuail 1 fold her once? 
Shall ſhe not pant beneath my ftrong embrace, 
Swell to delite, and meet my fuitous Joy ? 


Shall the not breathe, and look, and fight, and murmur, 


Till | am loft for ever, ſunk in Seite 
And bury'd in ten thoaſand thouſand ſweets? 
What! fhail he die? No, by the god of arms, 
No—! will oace more roule me to the war, 
And ſustch her from ber fate. 

Se. 1 hen hear the means 
By which the gods prefetve your crown and love: 
Oiwald, of all our Saxon chicts the firſt, 


And neareſt to your brother's heart, had drawn 


The choſen ſtrength of all the ritiſh youth, 
Under the leading of the gallant Lucius, 
To fave the Prince from your impending wrath. 
By fecret marches they are ncar advanc'd, 
And meant this night ro make their bold attempt. 
Aing. How favours this my purpole ? 
Szof. | bus, my Lord. 
J have prevail'd their force ſhall join with all 
"Thoſe faithful Saxons, who are ſtill vour ſubjects. 
Your foes, fierce Offa and his hau ;hty ſiſter, 
Secure and inſolent with rew fuccels, 
Deſpile your numbers, and inferior ſtrepgth, 
And may this night with eaſe become your prey. 
Oiwald attends without to learn your plcaſure, 
And bear it to the valiant Britith chiefs, 


King. The Britons ! Gods !—the nation which I ow 


w hu Af www at 


nate · 


That 


With friendly grecting from the Britons K 
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Tuat Ofvald too! —— The traitor ſtill has bee 


Avow'd the ſl uwe of Aribert, his creature, 
His boſon, ay parafit: No matter; 
They ſerve the preleut purpot. of my het, 
And Iwill ufe 'em now, Taught by thy arts, 
I will Mok kindly on tue wre:ch | loath, 
And {mile on him [ d-itinz ty dultructiza, 
Bid him N 
vit Senirid, av re- ener with Oſwald. 
S- of The Ther int Olwal, Sir. 
King, Your friend has {poke at large your bold dafi, an. 
Worthy vour courage, and your prince frieud. 
And howfo2'er the me Wing Mind of chance 
Has ſown th? unlucky ſeeds of ftrife between us, 
Vet I have ſtill a brother's part in Aribert. 
Nor {hall my hind be flow to lead you on, 
'Till we have «riv'n theſe haughty inmates forth, 
And independent fix' that ſov'reigu right, 
Whic h our brave fathers fought to gain in Britain. 
Ofc. With honourable purpose ate we come, 


Ning, | 
And the fair offer of an equal peace. 
This only he demands; ſend back the troops 
Which late arriv'd — 4 Ok, now your toe, 


As well as his: an {er your priaceiy brothe r, 
With the fair [£11 linda, late ant tree 


»  c 


Thele juſt conditions once confirm's to Lucius, 
Ambroſius is the friend of royal Hengiſt. 


The Britons then {h; 5 4 ain th. it arms with yours, 
To drive out theſe unhoſpitable guet! 


= 
S iS-v4# © \ 4235 3m SY 


7 » 
And leave vou pe lee 1 170 ( c Cucnfal Kent, 
The 4 itt 3 . 1 I) of yo ir Warlike f ther. 
King. lu fliendiy p tens we his p: oifer'd love. 
Bear wlis our b:actto the gala or Lie 


185 

% bis ring te Oſwald. 
Oar "EY 2 4 8 MC degce, which 15 full Form 

We will comm, foo as the pielzut danger 

Is well remo 7 d. and better time ow 

Ilaſte thou to j uin our valiant Hrlieals the Britons ; 
dly raichful Seorcid ſhall fooa attend you, 

With full in; {tri Hons for your priv: at: march, 


Aad meins 0: entrance here; with the whole order 
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In which we mean t' attack the common fee. 
©/w. I go, my Lord, and may the gods befriend us. 
[ Exit, 
[The King 6 aer Oſwald, then turns and aalks 
two or three tines haffily croſs the tage 
Sec,. Ha! whence this ſudden ſtart! . de.] That 
wrathful frown, | | 
Your eyes fierce glancing, and your changing viſage, 
Now pale as death, nos purpled o'er with flame, 
Give me to know your paſhurs ate at odds, 
And your wholc foul is up in arn.s within, | 
King. Oth-u halt read me right, hait ſeen me we! u; 
To thee I have thrown off that malk I wore; 
And now the ſecret workings of my biain 
Stand all reveal'd ro thee I tell thee, Seofrid, 
There never was a medley of ſuch thinking; 
Ambition, hatred, miſchief, and revenge, 
Gather like clouds on clouds; and then anon, 
Love, like a golden beam of light, ſhoots turo', 
S:nilcs on the ploom, and my heert bounds with plcaſure. 
But 'tis no time to talk. To viwald fly, 
My ſoldier and my f-rvant, often try'd 
Bid him draw out a hundred cl often horſe, 
And bold em ready by the night's fir it tall, 
Let 'em be all of comaze, well arprov'd ; 
Such as darc follow where fos'er i ad, 
Where'er this night, or fate, or love Bar bear m 
80 I baten to obcy you, But alas! 
Migl.t your old mou have leave to fsk Lis ſcars— 
King, I read thy care for me in all chte gets; 
But S, not wile too much. C thou halt told e, 
Love, is a bac, unm⁰anly, whining poll 
1 is nipht I mean % prove it, and ton: 7 it. 
„ ] vis, ue tue, the fave * this ſoit 4%, 
i Aud wancd at an au ful, abiect ditt. nge, 
* eittain'd by idle rules, wi ich fcorntul ILauty 


und ſuillcn bear witare t arne MGIC, 
T7 


To! dy our gods, I II fuer it no mart 
Sei, Where will this erz he YOu, 

= Hg. To my beav'n, 

To bthelnda's arms. Us verv ev ring, 


W kils the dete d Biituos Gs Gur leck, 


And 
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And wreak my vengeance on the Saxon Offa, 
Amidit the firſt dilorder of the tray, 
will not be herd to dz the weg ping fair; 
And, while the fighting towls contend in vain, 
With all the wings the god of love can lend, 
To bear her tar away | 

5e Ha! ——— whither mean you 

To !.cnd this rah (I fear) this fatal flight? 
Ang Near where the Medwiy rolls her gentle waves. 
To meet the names im his pe tal ſtream, 

Thou know | | have a call of ſuch Krength, 
As well may {corn the menace of a ſiege. 
Ti ther I mcan to bear my lovely prize, 
Ant, in defpight ot all the envious world, 

There riot in ber arms, But break we off. 
- Halte to perform my orders; and then follow, 
And (bare in all the fortunes of thy King. [Exit King, 


Nanet Storrin. 


Seof. Fools that we are! to vex the lab'ring brain, 
And waſte decaying nature thus with thought; 
To keep the weary ſpirits waking ſtill; 
To goad and drive em in eternal rounds 
Of reſtleſs wracking care; tis all in vain. 
Blind goddeſs Chance! hence forth I follow thee? 
The politicians of the world may talk, 
May make a mighty buftle with their foreſight, 
Their ſchemes and arts; their wiſdom is thy flave. 
Exit Seofrid, 


SCENE changes to à Temple, 


Enter ARi1BERT and ETHELiNDA. 


PF: When this, the laſt of all our days of ſorrow, 
Flies faſt, and haſtens to fulfil its courſe ; 
When the bleſt hour of death at length is near, 
Why doſt thou mourn ? when that good time is come 
When we ſhall weep no more. but hve for ever: 
that dear place, where no misfortunes come; 
2 E. Where 
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Where age, and want. and ſickneſs are not known, 
And where this wicked world thall ceaſe from troubling ; 
When thick deſcending angels crowd the air, 
And wait with crowns of glory ro reward us; 
| . Why art thou fad, my love, my Lord, my Aribert? 
4 Ari It comes, indeed; the cruel moment comes, 
1 That muſt divide our faithful loves for ever. 
A few thort minutes more. and both ſhall periſh, 
| Sink ro the place where all things ate forgotten. 
i Our you h and fair affections ſhall be barren; 
EF Shall know no joys, which other lovers know, 
Shal: leave no name bebind us, no poſterity, 
Only the fad remembrance of our woes, 
To draw a tear from cach who reads our ſtory, 
And doſt thou fk me wherefore | am fad 2 | 
Eth. Lis hard indeed, tis very hard to part, 3 
Though my heart grit: ves to want its heav'n fo long. 
Pants for its b'iſs, and fickens with delay; 
Jet | could be content to live for thee. 
1 Yet, I will own thy image ſtands before me, 
if And intercepts my journey to the ſtais, 
Calls back the tervent breathings of my ſoul 
To earth and thee ; with longing locks I turn, 
Forget my flight, and linger here below, 
Ari. Is it decreed by ticav'a's eternal will, 
That none ſhall pais the golden gates above, 
But thoſe who ſorrow here ? Nutt we be wretched 2 
Muſt we be &own'd in many floods of tears, 
To waih dur d--p our inborn ſtains away, 
Or never ſce the ſaints, ard ti fte their joys ? 

Et, | he great ver ruling -utiwvr of our beings, 
Deals with his creature Mar in votbus ways, 
Gracious: and good in all“ me fel the rod, 

And own, like u+, the father's c aſt'ning hand; 

Sev'n times, like gold, they pais the parging flame, 
And are at laſt r-nn'd : while gently ſome 

Tread all the paths of life without a rub, 

With honour, healtt:, with friends and plenty bleſs , | 
Their years roll round in innocence an i cafe, | 
Hoary at length, and in a good old age, - 
They go declining to the grave in peace, 
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4 change their pleaſures here for joys above. 
ri. To have ſo many bleſlings heap'd on me, 

Tranſcends my with. Iafk'd but only thee. 
Give me, I faid, but life and Ethelinda; 
Let us but run the common courle together, 
Grow kindly old in one another's arms, 
And take us to thy mercy then, good Heav'n. 
But Heav'n thought that too much. 

Eth. If our dear hopes, 
If what we value molt on earth, our loves, 
Are blaſted thus by death's untimely hand; 
If nothing good remains for us below, 
So much the rather let us turn our thoughts 
To ſeck beyond the ſtars our better portion; 
That wondrous biſs which Heav'n teſerves in ſtore, 
Well to reward us tor our loſſes here; 
That bliſs which j1-av'n, and only Wear a can give, 
Wuich thall be more to rave then Ethelinda, 
And more to me — Oh vaſt exc-ts of happineſs | 
Where ſhail my {oul make room tor more than Aribert? 


Enter Robosuxk an! 4ttenlints, 


Nad. If. white the lives, fill I am doom'd ty 1 Ker, 
Why am [ crucl to myſfelf ? —. do more — 
'Tis fooliſh pity — ha fecurc of —— 
The fuft enchantre!s looks ? but be at peace; 
Brat not. my heart, for the ſnall fell thy victim. 
Appear, ye p'icfts. ye dteadful holy men; 

Ye minitters of the gods wiath and mine, 
Appear and ſeize your {aciifice, tins Chriſtian. 
Bear her to death, and let her blood atone 
Tor all the muilchicis of her eyes and tongue. 


77 SCENE grams, aud diſcsgver- the inner part "3 
the Temple, A fire is frepar'd en ane of the altars ; 
rear it are placd a rack, knives, axes, and ether 2 - 
Siruments of torture, feveral Priejis alterauung as fr 
a ſucri ce. | 


Ari. See where Ceath comes, array Jin all its terrors; 
E 2 3 he 
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The rack, conſuming flames, and wounding ſteel. 
Tour cruel triumph had not been complete, 
Without this pomp ot horror. Come, beyin ; 
Tear oil my robes, and bind me to the rack ; 
Stretch out my corded finews, till they burſt, 
And let Hur knives drink deep the flowing blood. 
You ſhall behold how a prince ought to die, 
And what a Chrittian dares to ſuffer. 
[7he Guards Fu. Aribert and Eielinda 


Of. Hold ! 
The trince's fate is yet deferr'd : the woman 
Is irit ordain'd to ſuffer - Fre ſhe fall 
A victim to our gods, ſhe muſt kneel to em, 
Cr prove the torture. 
Eth. | diſdain thoſe gods. 
C. Bind hei ſtraight, and bear her to the rack. 
ri. What, her !—oh mercileſs ! | 
Eth. Ch, ſtay me nos, my love; with joy I go, 
To prove the bitter pains of dearh before thee, 
And lead thee on in the triumphant way. 
. And can my cyes emlate it! to behold 
Thy tender body torn ? theſe dear, ſoft arms, 
That oft have wreath'd their ſnowy folds about me, 
Diſtorted, bent, and broke with rending pain? 
Oh Rodegune! read, read in my full eyes, 
More than my tongue can ſpeak, and ſpare my love, 
Rad. Ami couldlt thou find no other name but that ? 
Thy love !-- oh fatal, curſt, diſtracting found ! 
No, I will tec] my heart againſt thy pray'r, 
And whitper to myſclt with fullen pleafure, 
The gods are juſt at length, and thou ſhalt feel 
Pains, fuch as I have krown, 
| Fri. Let me but die, 
Curt off this hatred object from your fi Gght 
Red. Nor that ſor know that I too can deny, 
And make thee moura thy coldneſe and diſdain. 
No more! I'll hear no more! I'll hear no more. 
Ari. They bind her! fee! | 
Sce with rude cords they ſtrain her tender limbs, 


Till the cd drups art from their ſwelling chacocls, 


And 
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And with freſh crimſon paint key dy ap palenefs. 
Oh all ye bott of heav'n! ye faiots an ge! 
Eth. Oh. ſtay thy tears, and moura ny» more for me; 
Not fear the weaknets of my woman” !ou', 
For | am atm d and equal to the combat. 
In vain they lavith all their cruel arts, 
Aud bind this fecble body here in vain; 


The free, inrpaſſive foul mounts on * wing, 


Beyond the reach of racks, and tort'ring Weber, 


And ſcorns their tyranny—(Uh follow tnou ! 


Be conſtant to the laſt, be fix'd, my Arier 
»Tis but a thort, hort paſſage to the "wig 
Ch follow thou! nor let me want thee long, 
And ſcarch the blitsful regions round in vain. 


Enter an OFFICER. 


H. Arm, royal maid, and tale to your defense: 


wks © 


The King with ſudden fury 5 lies forth, 


And drives vur utmoſt guards with fou! conſuſon. 
Rod. The King 1 ! *. h. il tic * rt ny? 258 the mau Iman on 


Thus hcadlong to his fate? . let 3 come, 


Hlis death ſhall fill my triuniph —calth and Boncurs, 
The nabloſt, belt reward, {hail wait th- man, 
Whoſc lucky tword thall take lus bated head. 


Enter a ſecend OrrFicts, is fword drawn, 


2 F. Hengiſt is here; he nary down all before him: 


The Britons too have join 'd ther arms to his, 
And this way bend their force. 


Rod. Fly to my brother, [Ts lor attendants, 
And call him to gur iid. | | 
[.S/ c2ts abe, and claſhing of ford. 
King within. lee, gem way, | 
Or | «ul tear hy foul 
4 14. in. \ ou pas nat here. 


See. aut.] What, know't tabu not the King? — 
oh, eeuricd Viliau ! 


33 Eule 


— — ———_ a 
* — — 


23 


= _—— 


EW. 
EMC SS. 


— — 


—ů hoods 


= - _— — — == — 4 >q —_— — — 
2 — > 4 — 2 * mn * 
Fr 


— 
„* — 


54 The ROYAL CONVERT, Aav. 


Euter the Rix G worn, Storrind, Oswartd, ard 


Sol licrs with their fexords drawn. Otwald runs to 
Aribert. 


Se9f. Perdition on his hand von bic-d, my Lord! 
Ring. ly blood flows faſt— What, can | lanouith now! 


| 80 near my wrni—l:nl me thy arm, old Sc fri, 


To bear me to her—ha ! bound to the _ 1 


Mercileſs dog3z—ye moſt pernicious flaves 


And ſtand ve pid, hagantd and amaz d 1 
Fly ſwift as thought, and fer her free this momen 
Or by my iajur 9 * e, a name more ſacred 
Than all your fuction knows, your 90 * and vou, 
Your temples, altars, and your painted ſhrines, 
Your holy trumpery thall blaze toggther. 
| Fler u Ethelinda. 
Red. Tis vain to rave and curſe my fortune now. 
Thou native greatneſs of my foul befriend me, 
And help me now to bcar it as | ought. 
King. The feeble lamp of life ſhall lend its blaze, 
To lizht mc—thus 8 —and no farther, 
| Tr {irs at Ethelinda' cer. 
Yet I look up, and gane on thoſe bri aht eyes, 
As if I hop'd to gather heat from thence, 
Such as might fe; ed the vital flame for ever. 
Eth. Alas ! you faint |! your haity breath comes ſhort, 


wo 


And the red ſtream runs guiliing from your brea ſt. 


Call back your thoughts N each deluding pation, 
And wing your parting foul tor her laſt fight; 
Call back your thoughts to all your former days 85 
To cvery unrepented ad of cyil ; 
And ſadly r eate the wrach divine. 
King. Oh! my fair teacher, you adeiſe in vain: 
The gods and I have done with one another. 
This night I meant to rival them in kappin. . 
Spight ot my brother, and th; cract coldacs: 
I lis night | meant t have paſt within thy arms. 
Feb. Oh ! horror ! 
King. But 'tis gone: thoſe envious gods 
Have done cheir work, and blaſted all my hopes; w 
| | BY 
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They have deſpoil'd me of my crown and lite, 
By a ſlave's hand- ut I forgive em that. 
Thee they have robb'd me of my joys ia the— 
Have trod me down to wither in the grave. — 
Sf, My Malter, and my King ! 
King. Old man, no more; - 
I have not lciſure tor thy grief Farewell — 
Thou, Aribert malt live, and wear my crown: 
Take it, and be as curs'd with it as | was, 
Bur Ethelinda, ſhe too thali be thine : 
That—thart's too much. This world kas nothin? in it 
So good to give the next may have—l knw not 
[Tie Ning Ger, 
Ari. Chen fl:d the th untam'd, diilainful ſoul. 
Turn th2c from death, and rife, my gentle love; 
A day of comfort ſcems to dawn upon us, 
And Hear'n at length is gracious to our withes. 
Erb. So numberlets have been my daily fears, 
And ſuch the ter:or of my ieopiets nights, 
That ftill, methinks, I doubt the uncertain happineſs : 
Though at the mule of thy voice, | oven, 
My foul is huth'u, it fiuks into a calm, 
— takes ſure omen of its peace from thee, 


Cu. To en] your doubts, your — the brave 


Lucius, ; Erthelinda, 
Will ſoon be here: ev'n now he ſends me 4 5 


Fierce Offa and the Saxons fly before him; 
The conqu'ring Britons ſence you round from danger, 
Ard peace and ſatcry wait upon your loves, 
Ari. Nor you, fair Priaczſs, truwn upon our happi- 
neſs ; | 
Srill ſhall uy pratefal heart retain your zooducks, 
And i | be mind ful of the life you gave, 
Nor mult you think yourſelf a pris ner here: 
Where'er you ſhall appoint, a guard atten: _ 
1o wait you to your brother's camp with honour, 
R:d. Yes, I will go; fly, far as earth can bear me, 
From thee, and from the face of man for ever. 
Curs'd be aur ſe x. the cauſe of al; our forrows ; 
Curs'd be your looks, your tongues, and your falſe arts, 
That elicat our eyes, and wound our cal; hearts; 
Curs'd 
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Curs'd may you be for all the pains you give, 
And for the {canty pleatures We tecgive; 
Curs'd be your brutal pow'r, your ty rant ſway, 
By which you bend, and force us to obey, 
Oh, Mature! partial poddets, ler thy hagd 
Be uit for once, and equal the command; 
Let woman once be naltrels in her turn, 
Subdine mankir.6 beneath her haughty ſcorn, 
And imile to {ce whe proud oppre!lur mourn, 
| A5 7 RO logune. 
O/w. The winds ſhall ſcatter all thoſe idl. curtes | 
Far, far away from vou, while ev'ry bloficg. 
Attends to crown you, Ficm vour happy 09þ; luls, 
From royal Aribert, of Saxon race, 
Join d to the aireſt of the Bri th dames, 
Merhinks | read the people's futuce happineſs; 
Arn Britain takes its pledge of peace from you. 
Eth. Nor are thoſe pious hopes of peace in W 


Since | have often head a holy ſage, 


A vencra ole, old, and {ont- like hermit, 


With vilions vtien blefs'd. and oft in thought 


Rapt to the higheſt, brighieſt feats above, 
Thus, with divine, prophetic knowledge fuld, 
Diſcloſe the wonders of the time to come. 
Of royal race a Britith Qs en {1:21} rife, 
Great, gracicus, pious, furtunaic and wit 
To diſtant lands ſhe thall extend her tame, 
And [cave to latter times a mighty name: 
Tyrants ſhall tall, and faithivis kings ſhall Mead, 
And groaving nations by her arms be ireed, 
But chic t this nappy land her care ſhall prove, 
And find trom her a more than mothat's love. 
From hoi le rage e ihall preſerve it free, 
Sale io the compaſ of her amhicat fea : 
Though fam'd lar arms in wan) a cruet fight, 
Yet m il in pescetul arts the ſnal! del, aht, 
And chief glory thall be to Carre, 
Ficts Pans, angles, wall no nic be known, 
B i omnon b the noble name alone. D 
Wich joy tur ancient hate they thall farego, 
W hi le Diſcurd hides her balctl nend below: 


Mercy 
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Mercy, and truth, and right the hall maintain, 
And ev'ry virtue crowd to grace her reipn : 
Auſpicious Heav'n on all er days thall tmilc, 
And with eternal U niox bleſs her Britich iſle. 
| | [ Exeunt au,. 


* This play, though not ſo often ated as ſome others of 
this Auchor s picces, is far from falling ſhort of any one of 
them in point of merit, The characters of Rvtogune and 
Ethelinda, are very tinely contraſted, as arc alfo thoſe of 
Hengiſt and Aribert; the incidents are intere'ting ; the lan- 
guage occafionaly tpirited and tender, yet every where poe- 
tical; and the cataſtrophe aftecting and truly dramatic. 
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Spoken by Mrs Orprtrrp, who acted ETHELINDA, 


THE buſ” neſs of the day being new _ through, 


TT quit the ſaint, and am like one e of re 


Fs evell to lot to, though not quit? 55 . 


late in jpirit, but keep my fleſh and bl « 


The moral of tlis play being rightly feann d, 

I, he that leaves his own dear wife is dainn'd. 

¶ leave to you to make the af plication : 

The doctrine. though a (ittle gut of falhicn, 

May be of uſe in this fame finiul ,,. 

Mat think you of the mutter? auhich 1 you 
Would. for his ſpouſe, like my true turtle d? 
When wealth and beauty beth at ence 50 „tue, 
Who would not leave tis wife, ts make bit {orture © 
De fame, I know, it may affear but 5, 


Tut this place, of all others, cu turn gidly : 


Bat what of that ? ſince ſame gad als tnere are, 
Huld gladly be inſtructed any + ore; 

Aar. jreuld you foorn the week: ys of t2 toacher, 
The wiſeſt man is not the able; 5 7. 

Eon abe poor women have ſ.meti ies the ads 7 
Read as hen are, and rich in learning ie 

To teach an men what you ne er knew Of. re 

To no enthuſiaſtic rage «ve ſmell, 

Nor Ham, nor act Tom Fumbler out F teal, 


But thy” ave don't pretind ts injpiralion, 


Tet. lite the prophets of a neighbour nat isn, 

Gur trachiug chiejy lu in GTI. 

2 4 is tndced, ſuch are q ur ward tri brains, 

Our A, ther night have jpar'd his tra iche 

By that 50 . 4. an 4 ar? gel ef 7 eee, 

Scene fo es er mutter, will enf le yer rn to dens: 

With nn divine writ an eoch 2 5 be, tre ge, 

Tor'll bo bai witle better {or cur e. | p 
at 
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But fince the parting haur, th,” late, will tame, 
And all of you, at leaſt as [ preſume, | 

lay find ſome kind, inſtructive ſhe at home, 

Then certain lectures vill, 1 hope, be read, 

Theſe morali then, which frei your theughts wereied, 
Shall be put hame to you, and taught a-bed, 


